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THE ENTREPRENEUR 

By THOMAS WILSON 

When you start mixing timelines, misunderstandings, and extra-terrestrial 
races — a Soviet ruled world and smart businessmen from Outside . . . 



B ARL LINDOW passed one of the crisp 
twenties to Smithov. “Look at the date, 
Ivan.” 

The Communist looked. “Nineteen sixty,” 
he exclaimed hoarsely. “Why, them dumb 
joiks in th’ Commissariat of Engravin’ — ” 
Chair springs creaked as Hingolyin, the 
big Vegan, shifted in his blankets. “De 
gurrency iss nodt spendable?” 

“Hardly. Not in Washington, D.C., July, 
1953.” Lindow’s cold amethyst eyes held 
Smithov. “Ivan, I didn’t bring the repre- 
sentatives of two time tourist agencies” — 
his gesture swept Hingolyin and Mrat-See 
Hrasech of Wolf II — “one hundred seventy- 
two years into your past so they could have 
the privilege of witnessing a series of stupid 
blunders. I’ve got money tied up in this 
deal — good Galactic credits. And I don’t 
intend to lose it because of your bungling. 
Try to get that through your simple Com- 
munist skull.” 

Smithov winced involuntarily at the dread 
word, “simple.” “Keep yer shoit on,” he 
growled impatiently. “Everyt’ing’s unner 
control. I got a bundle o’ hay — ” 

“First,” Lindow interrupted inexorably, 
“there wasn’t any furniture in the apart- 
ment on Fifteenth Street. We had to come 
here to a hotel. Obviously that increases 
the danger of exposing the nonhumanity of 
my clients. Now the money you give us 
is no good — we can’t spend it.” He regarded 
the Communist with acid disapproval. 
“Well, Ivan?” 

“Brittski an’ Johnsonov were supposed 
to look after the foiniture angle,” Smithov 
said sharply. “They musta slipped up — ” 
“They were operating under written 
orders from you, weren’t they, Ivan?” 
“Yeah, but I — ” 

“Let’s just check with the furniture 
store.” Lindow strode to the phone and 
began to thumb through the directory. 

“It’s nuts,” Smithov muttered. “It don’t 
make sense — ” 

Mrat-See agreed. Even taking into 
account the usual Soviet brand of incom- 
petence, it didn’t make sense. Behind the 
dark glasses his huge eyes regarded Lindow 



speculatively. Could the Capellan have 
known about the currency and the furniture 
in advance? He had been quick to suggest 
a hotel, had seemed to have suitable sug- 
gestions for American names for Mrat-See 
and Hingolyin on the tip of his tongue— 
But that didn’t make sense either. The 
CapSol Trading Corporation had invested 
most of its ready cash in the chronological 
probability tracer and attendant services. 
Lindow was a partner in CapSol, and he 
wouldn’t sabotage himself — 

For the hundredth time Mrat-See won- 
dered about those “service charges.” CapSol 
had paid through the nose for them, but 
so far he had seen no sign of any techni- 
cians or other special considerations. Of 
course, there were those graphs he had 
glimpsed on Lindow’s desk — 

Hingolyin nudged him. “No money, no 
zight zeeing drips,” he stated with pon- 
derous satisfaction. “Varm in de hodel ve 
stay, and de pneumonia veather off dis 
vorld exgape.” 

Mrat-See’s whiskers twitched delicately. 
“I find it much soo warm already, sank 
you.” The sight of the rotund Vegan 
cocooned in his nest of pink blankets 
brought fresh perspiration from the Mero- 
vian’s body. He could not imagine any 
being finding this tropic place too cold. 

“At de dime dourist game you are new, 
iss it nodt?” Hingolyin rumbled. 

Mrat-See fiddled nervously with the flesh 
mask in his lap. Was it possible that this 
large creature ssupected the true reason he 
was here? 

“Sis is my first survey srip, yes,” he re- 
plied carefully. And, he added silently, his 
last. As soon as he pocketed the Inter- 
stellar Bank’s check for this job, it would 
be home and his beloved Sath-San. 

Hingolyin nodded. “In de game ofer t’irty 
years I haff been,” he remarked smugly. 

Lindow cradled the phone. “The store’s 
orders were to deliver the furniture next 
week, Ivan,” he said coldly. 

“I tol ya Brittski an’ Johnsonov — ” 
“Were operating under your instructions. 
When the government of the Terrestrial 
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Soviet gave me permission for this chron- 
jump, it unfortunately saw fit to put you 
in charge of making arrangements for our 
visit and sent you along to supervise the 
trip. All you’ve done so far is get in my 
hair.” 

Smithov flushed. “Money,” he spat. “Dat’s 
all you capitalists got on ya minds, money. 
Always tryin’ a cheat the downtrodden 
woikers, ain’t ya? Always gripin’ an’ beefin’ 
when ya can’t sneak a fas’ buck.” 

“Downtrodden workers?” Lindow 
laughed sarcastically. “CapSol’s been trying 
to do business with your backward little 
world for five years — trying to bring you 
the tools, the ideas, and the know-how you 
need so you can grow up and take your 
place in Galactic civilization — trying to 
help your downtrodden workers. And what 
do we run into? Suspicion, surveillance, 
red tape, blocked currency, iron barriers, 
stupidity. Sure, we’re trying to make a few 
credits. We’re not philanthropists. But we’d 
be helping you while we helped ourselves— 
if you’d let us, instead of hamstringing us 
at every turn. 

“Downtrodden workers? If anyone’s 
downtrodden in this deal, it’s CapSol. I’m 
half of CapSol, Ivan — and I’m sick of 
listening to your half-baked excuses.” 

“If you t’ink you can make me jump 
like a monkey on a string just so’s you can 
make a coupla bucks,” the Communist 
shouted, “you got anudder t’ink cornin’. 
Ain’t no blue-skinned baboon — ” 

Lindow grabbed a handful of shirt. 
Smithov’s eyes bugged and his heels left 
the floor. 

“What did you say, Ivan?” 

Ivan snarled incoherently. 

Lindow shook him. “About blue skin,” 
he reminded. 

“Yer skin’s blue unner dat makeup, ain’t 
it?” Smithov said sullenly. 

“You object to blue skin, Ivan?” 

Smithov licked his lips. “Naw,” he re- 
plied grudgingly. “I ain’t got nothin’ against 
it.” 

Lindow laughed and let him go. “I’ll 
tell you a little secret, Smithov. Several big 
boys in your Commissariat have ordered 
weather-conditioning units for their country 
estates. They’re counting on this expedition 
of ours to provide the credits to pay for 
their little gadgets. If you don’t get on the 
ball, they might be peeved. They might 
even decide that you needed simplification, 
Ivan.” 

Involuntarily Ivan shuddered. “I keep 



tryin’ a tell you everyt’ing’s unner control,” 
he shouted. “I got — ” 

“You know what simplification is, don’t 
you, Ivan?’ Lindow continued relentlessly. 
“They take your emotions away from you, 
Ivan. You can still walk around. You can 
still do work — simple work. But you don? 
feel anything. You’re a robot. And yon 
know what happens to your family when 
you’re simplified, don’t you, Ivan? But of 
course it doesn’t matter then. You’re already 
simplified, so you don’t care. You can’t 
care.” 

Terror peered from Smithov’s eyes. “Ain’t 
nobody gonna simplify me,” he screamed. 
“Nor put me in no woik camp neither. I 
got t’ings unner control, everyt’ing’s gonna 
be jake. Dere’s a bundle o’ hay stashed 
away, more green stuff dan we’d need in a 
week o’ Sundays, an’ it’s de real McCoy, 
see?” 

Mrat-See turned to Hingolyin in bewilder- 
ment. “What is he saying, please?” 

The big one shrugged. “Efidently in de 
bresent day idiom he speaks. Conditioned 
so for de drip he vass.” 

“O.K.,” Lindow said harshly. “But I’m 
telling you straight, Ivan, if you aren’t 
back here in an hour with spendable money 
— if you botch things again — I’m going to 
pull every string I can grab to see that you’re 
made into a simple boy when we get back. 
Understand?” 

Smithov strode to the door, his face 
working. “Don’t count on nothin’ like dat, 
big boy,” he snarled. “An’ de rest o’ you 
guys — I want you should stay planted right 
here an’ cool off ’til I get back wit’ de 
do-re-mi, see? Them’s orders.” 

“Cool off?” Mrat-See echoed hopefully. 
“Gladly, sir, gladly.” 

Hingolyin drew his blankets closer about 
him. “Vass he defling us to catch colder 
while he iss avay?” 

Smithov snorted in disgust and the door 
slammed behind him. 

“Sorry about this, fellows,” Lindow said, 
not seeming sorry at all. He began to whistle 
a lilting tune and vanished into the room 
he shared with Smithov. 

Hingolyin sighed deeply. “Vun must hiss 
spirit admire, iss it nodt? So cheerful for a 
ruined man.” 

“Sst?” Mrat-See hissed questioningly 
inwardly regarding the Capellan’s cheeriness 
with some suspicion. 

“Hiss hard earned fortune in de CapSol 
Drading Corporation invested, and Cap- 
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Soliss about to go. Yes, vun must spirit in 
de face of adversity admire.” 

Mrat-See leaned forward eagerly. “You 
know somesing of Lindow’s affairs?” 
Hingolyin winked slyly. “An adventurer 
he iss. A soldier of fortune businessman 
turned — and iss dat nodt but anudder vay 
of saying a goose for de plucking ripe?” 
He nodded sagely. “On salary you are, I 
hope?” 

“Ssst?” 

“Gommissions from dis drip slim vill 
be.” 

Mrat-See wondered if Hingolyin was 
trying to pump him. “Yes, I am salried, 
sank you. But Lindow — ?” 

“In hiss eyes can you nodt see de gleam 
of de comets and de suns? A vanderer 
and a varrior — ” 

Mrat-See cocked a quick ear and heard 
the warrior moving about in the next room. 
Perhaps the wanderer would remain in the 
hotel. Fervently Mrat-See hoped so. He did 
not relish the prospect of a chase on this 
primitive planet, 

“You say Lindow is in financial straits, 
no?” 

“A babe in de financial forest, I fear. 
In de Interstellar Patrol he vass, den a dest 
pilot on vun of de vorlds of Alpheratz. Hiss 
savings in a sieve of a hulk he invested and 
a didy fortune runing de Rhand blockade 
of de Rim made. And now — Ah veil, he 
vill probably make anudder.” 

“CapSol is in danger of bankruptcy, 
sen?” 

“How can it be othervise? On drade vith 
de Terrestrial Soviet for its life it depends, 
and who vith de Soviet could drade? 
Blocked rubles, backvard technology, goods 
for its own peoples insufficient, de fear and 
suspicion of de ruling class against de con- 
tamination of foreign ideas— No, my poy, 
de Soviet does nodt vish to drade. A few 
piddling items — nodding more.” 

“But sese weaser-conditioning plants Lin- 
dow mentioned — ” 

Hingolyin smiled knowingly. “Luxuries 
for de rulers — dat iss all. Jaim Farlow, 
Lindow’s bartner, drade to build up attempts 
by bribing dem vith cut-rate goods, vith 
gifts. Deir attitude toward foreign tings to 
soften so he hopes.” The Vegan spread his 
hands. “Who knows? In t’irty, fifty years, 
such a policy might succeed. But de fruits 
of it reaped by CapSol vill nodt be. In six 
months CapSol vill be gebust.” 

“Perhaps a loan to side sem over — ” 
Hingolyin’s eyes twinkled shrewdly. You 



know more dan you pretend, my poy. Loans 
dey half gotten, more loans dey haff applied 
for. But — who vould be so foolish, eh?” 

“Se sime sourist srade may prove lucra- 
sive,” Mrat-See suggested. 

“Pah. On such a vorld as dis, tiny and 
cold, under de vatchful eye of a shealous 
government?” 

Mrat-See found Terra just the opposite of 
tiny and cold, but he kept his feeling to 
himself. 

“It iss drue,” Hingolyin mused, “dat de 
Galactic Chronological Commission an un- 
limited license to Lindow gave. For a blanet 
vhere de probability sequential line hass 
nodt been thoroughly investigated and 
stabilized, most unusual dat iss — ” 

Briefly Mrat-See wondered if some of 
CapSol’s exorbitant “service charges” 
might not have been official palm grease for 
that unlimited license. But for what pur- 
pose? Such licenses were aljways tem- 
porary — 

“Of course,” Hingolyin continued, “de 
Soviet government hass de right dravel to 
certain periods to forbid. I understand all 
time subsequent to de Communist Conquest 
closed off dey haff, and all Communist 
territory prior to dat — But de vord of an 
old hand at de game take, no road to riches 
in de dime dourist drade vill CapSol find.” 

“Is it expensive?” Mrat-See asked in- 
nocently. “Guessing into se chronsourist 
business?” 

“Oh — ” Hingolyin scratched the flesh 
cowl of his head thoughtfully. “A chrontrac 
like Lindow’s — de machine itself, you 
understand— maybe a half million credits 
costs.” 

“And se service sharges?” Mrat-See put 
in quickly. 

“Serfice charges? For vat?” 

“Aren’t sere extra sharges for services or 
somesing which accompany se purchase of 
a machine?” 

Hingolyin shook his head. “Nodt dat I 
know of.” 

Mrat-See tried to hide his disappoint- 
ment. He heard Lindow’s door open and 
close, and his heart sank. Hastily he re- 
moved his dark glasses, blinking in the 
garish light, and pulled the flesh mask over 
his head. If before his appearance had been 
somewhere between that of a cat and a slow 
loris, now with the mask it was quite pass- 
ably human. 

“You are nodt leafing?” Hingolyin asked, 
astonished. 
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“A small walk, I sink,” Mrat-See replied, 
hoping his words would be prophetic. 

Hingolyin shook his head and settled 
ponderously back in his blankets. “Eager 
beafer,” he muttered disgustedly. 

From the lobby Mrat-See watched Lin- 
dow enter a cab and ride away. He scurried 
outside and leaped into the next taxi. 

“Follow sat car,” he urged breathlessly. 

“Sure, Mac.” 

Tensely Mrat-See sat forward on the 
edge of the seat as the cab lurched ahead. 
He felt rather melodramatic and a trifle 
afraid. His hand touched the little stun 
gun in his side pocket, and some of the 
fear vanished. 

He should not have brought the gun, of 
course. Its power source was beyond the 
technology of this era, and its possession 
here was forbidden. But he was an accoun- 
tant, not a detective, and the gun was com- 
forting — even set as it was on low, 
nonlethal discharge. 

The role the little Merovian was playing 
was one he did not relish. Still, five thousand 
credits was five thousand credits. He 
fingered the two green spacegrams from the 
Interstellar Bank of Alpha Centauri which 
had plunged him into a secret survey of 
CapSol’s books and had brought him into 
the past of this quaint planet to spy on 
Lindow. 

Well, it was worth it. Five thousand 
credits — with his savings — would take him 
back to Merow and enable him to post 
filial surety with Sath-San’s father. The 
thought of Sath-San brought a sigh to his 
muzzle. Her smooth blonde fur and gentle 
luminous eyes had been constantly in his 
dreams during the two miserable years he 
had spent on Terra working for various 
foreign firms at the Intergalactic Space- 
port of Yorkgrad. 

But those dreams must wait a little longer, 
until this last assignment was completed. 

Curious, this interest by the bank in 
Lindow’s doings. Mrat-See felt rather sorry 
for the Capellan. His request for an addi- 
tional loan could not possibly be given 
serious consideration. CapSol’s position was 
too precarious. And, as Hingolyin had said, 
who would be so foolish? Still — 

With a start Mrat-See remembered the 
currency. Extracting one of the twenties, 
he unsheathed a finger claw and scratched 
out the offending date. This left a white 
mutilation which stood out on the green 
background, but he remedied this by mois- 
tening the spot and rubbing it on the sole 



of his shoe. Contemptuously he wondered 
why Smithov had not thought of this simple 
procedure. 

His precautions were taken none too 
soon. The cab slowed. 

“Your friend’s stoppin’ down the block, 
Mac,” the cabbie said over his shoulder. 
“You want I should let you off here or 
cruise on past?” 

“Stop here, please.” 

Lindow was standing on the sidewalk 
surveying the buildings before him. With 
his eye on the Capellan, Mrat-See passed 
the doctored twenty. 

“You want I should take out my tip, 
Mac?” 

“Sst?” Mrat-See saw that Lindow was 
walking away at a leisurely pace. 

“My tip. Tailed your friend pretty good, 
didn’t I?” 

“Zzt.” Dimly Mrat-See began to under- 
stand that the fellow was requesting some 
sort of bribe. 

“A buck plus the fare about right, 
Mac?” 

“Have soo, please,” he replied generously, 
his conscience twitching mildly about the 
bad bill. 

“Two? Sure, Mac. Thanks.” 

Mrat-See nodded magnanimously. He 
clambered from the cab as Lindow entered 
one of the buildings. Carefully marking 
the spot, he set off at a brisk pace. 

Immediately sweat began to stream from 
his body. 

Mrat-See had been on Terra two years, 
and had considered himself acclimatised to 
the terrible white heat of Sol. But one bom 
under the gentle rays of an M8 sun never 
quite becomes accustomed to the heat of 
a G3; and those years had been spent in 
the Soviet of the future where he had gone 
abroad clad in the simple white robe of his 
race. It was, he found, a different story 
now. Washington is not a cool place in July, 
and the strange, snug garments itched and 
prickled, the flesh mask stifled, and he 
sweltered. 

The building Lindow had entered bore 
a sign, Billiard Parlor. The name meant 
nothing to Mrat-See. Cautiously he peered 
through the large windows. 

The place was filled with tables around 
which men with long sticks stalked stealthily. 
Occasionally one would pause, take aim, 
and swipe at a table with his stick. This 
action was usually accompanied by a clack- 
ing sound and various grimaces from the 
other men. 
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At first Mrat-See did not see his quarry. 
Then a door, barely visible at the rear, 
opened for a moment and Lindow’s tall 
figure was silhouetted slipping through. 

Mrat-See’s whiskers twitched with indeci- 
sion, rubbing against the flesh mask in the 
process. He sneezed violently and his eyes 
began to water. He did not want Lindow 
to discover that he was being followed; 
still, it was necessary to know what the 
Capellan was doing in order to make a 
comprehensive report. 

He wriggled, and every hair of his moist 
pelt prickled with a needle of heat. If it 
were not for Sath-San, he thought, it would 
not be worth it. 

Unobstrusively he pushed through the 
door, grateful at escaping the blazing eye of 
the sun. Timidly he gazed about. No one 
paid any attention to him. 

He saw that the humans with the sticks 
were striking colored spheres on the tables, 
apparently creating temporary abstract 
patterns by their strokes, then standing back 
critically to survey the result. Sometimes 
they were displeased, and then they struck 
again. They did not especially resemble 
the artists whom Mrat-See had encountered 
previously, but artists they must be. 

He watched their work for several minutes, 
but found himself unable to gain any parti- 
cular appreciation of this unfamiliar 
aesthetic form. Hesitantly he edged toward 
the rear. An extremely large human was 
sitting beside the door there, and the scowl 
he wore did not signify a friendly nature. 

Mrat-See decided to wait and watch. 
Traffic through the door was not heavy, 
but it was steady. Those who entered 
received a scowling scrutiny from the 
guardian, some gaining a quick nod, others 
being forced to show something which they 
held concealed in their hands. The doorway 
opened on a narrow, dimly lighted hall, but 
what lay beyond this hall Mrat-See was 
unable to determine. 

However, there was apparently- no harm 
in trying to find out. Stoutly he strode to 
the door. 

The scowling individual bit down on the 
stub of a cigar. “Where you think you’re 
goin’, Mac?” he grated through his teeth. 

Mrat-See marveled that all the denizens 
of this era seemed obsessed with the strange 
conviction that his name was Mac. 

“Srough sis door, please,” he said, twitch- 
ing his muzzle in an effort to make the 
flesh mask smile. His whiskers began to 
tickle. 



“You got a card from Big Moe, Mac?” 
Mrat-See sneezed explosively. 

“Don’t do dat in me face again, Mac,” 
the big man warned grimly. “It spreads 
goims.” 

“Sank you,” Mrat-See replied politely, 
reaching for the door. 

The large human moved with deceptive 
speed, towering a good eight inches above 
the slight Merovian. “I ast you onct, Mac, 
if you got a card from Big Moe.” 

“No sank you. No cards, please.” Mrat- 
See edged aside, trying to find a way around 
the guardian bulk. 

“Beat it, Mac.” 

“Sst?” Inquiringly Mrat-See looked up 
at the frowning face. 

“Scram. Take a powder.” 

Mrat-See decided that this human must 
be speaking the incomprehensible idiom to 
which Smithov had been conditioned. But 
his action made his meaning more than 
clear. 

“You do not wish sat I enter?” 

“You catch on.” 

“But I must discover what my friend 
does inside,” Mrat-See hissed frantically. 
“I cannot make se report complete other- 
wise — ■” 

“So you manta make a report, huh?” 
A violent hand grasped the Merovian’s arm 
and a threatening visage breathed upon him 
hoarsely. “Blow,” the visage said. 

The word reeked of dead cigar and garlic. 
Mrat-See sneezed. He felt himself spun and 
propelled through the air. Catlike he landed 
on all fours, snarling at the indignity. 

The human straddled the chair by the 
door, brushing his hands together with 
satisfaction. “You an’ yer goims both,” he 
growled. 

Several of the men with sticks were grin- 
ning at Mrat-See in a manner not calculated 
to assuage his feelings. He got to his feet 
trembling with rage. On Merow, the 
human’s actions would have constituted a 
clear challenge to personal combat, and 
Mrat-See growled deep in his chest thinking 
of the damage his claws could inflict on 
furless hide. However, he knew the man’s 
huge hands could- snap bones if given a 
good grasp. 

Thoughtfully his hand dropped to his 
pocket and touched the stun gun. At this 
gesture, the big man’s mouth fell agape, 
and the men near him hastily backed away. 

Mrat-See decided that the man’s attitude 
indicated a disinclination to pursue the 
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battle farther. He snarled once, twitched 
his tail against his trouser leg, and walked 
away. 

Behind him the big man motioned to 
one of the pool players and whispered to 
him urgently. The other nodded and 
vanished through the zealously guarded 
door. 

Mrat-See found a seat on a bench against 
the wall and settled down to wait. An un- 
shaven human with a newspaper glanced 
at him incuriously and returned to his read- 
ing. Lindow he hoped, had not left by a 
rear exit. That would be awkward — 

Dismissing this contingency as one he 
could do nothing about in any event, Mrat- 
See slid closer to the unshaven human so 
the pages of the creature’s paper would 
offer him partial concealment should the 
Capellan appear unexpectedly. 

In a few moments, the human sniffed 
audibly, glanced sharply at Mrat-See, and 
retreated along the bench. Mrat-See fol- 
lowed. The human snorted, coughed, and 
moved again. Mrat-See noted that the other 
had reached the- end of the bench and could 
retreat no farther, so once more he sidled 
in pursuit. The perverse human rose hastily 
and walked away. 

Strange creatures, Mrat-See thought. He 
squirmed in an effort to get his sodden 
garments unplastered from his pelt. The 
heat of garb such as this was almost un- 
bearable. Why, he wondered, did the 
humans choose to torture themselves with 
it? Even the tan color of the thing was 
blotched and darkened by the perfuse per- 
spiration they caused. 

A sudden suspicion smote him. Perhaps, 
when sweat soaked, the dyes of the material 
gave off odors offensive to humans. That 
would account for the strange behavior of 
the unshaven one. Of course, Mrat-See’s 
own aroma was standing out rather proudly. 
He decided to spread a paper of his own for 
concealment. 

Surreptitiously he watched the mysterious 
doorway. Why should the large guardian 
wish to interfere with his making a report 
to the bank concerning Lindow’s activities 
beyond the portal? What could warrant 
such denial of admission? 

In the Soviet of 2125, such closely 
guarded activity might signify the meeting 
of a forbidden literary club where old 
capitalist books were eagerly read — books of 
adventure and romance and freedom. Or 
a game society indulging in such heinous 
pastimes as poker or bridge — or even, per- 
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haps some abortive cabal with the futile 
dream of revolution. 

But here, he believed, such things were 
freely permitted. These people elected their 
governors at priodic intervals as did all 
truly civilized societies — although he was 
under the hazy impression that they did not 
regard these governors too highly. They 
possessed the right of freedom of speech 
and opinion. Briefly Mrat-See speculated 
about the causes of Terra’s regression dur- 
ing the coming centuries — 

Be that as it may. Obviously the thing 
here behind the door was illegal. What 
illegal pursuit in this society would attract 
Lindow? 

The Capellan needed money — 

Gambling. Of course. 

Gambling was the perfect way for a 
man from the future to acquire currency 
in a hurry. This obvious explanation should 
have occurred to him before, but he had 
been deceived by the extraordinarily 
ingenious camouflage of the front of the 
place. Who would suspect gambling in con- 
nection with a salon of abstract art? 

But to gamble with assurance of success, 
Lindow would, of necessity, wager on results 
already known to him. Adequate knowledge 
about such minutiae of this era would 
require a vast amount of research. And 
most American records had been destroyed 
during the Conquest. 

However, a few documents still existed, 
hidden away by the Soviet in closed files. 
Those mysterious graphs and charts — The 
exorbitant “service charges” — 

That was it. Lindow had purchased re- 
search valuable for gambling purposes. 

But wait. What good was American 
money in the Soviet? Mrat-See shook his 
head. Perhaps, he speculated dubiously, 
Lindow planned to transship goods from 
this period to the future — 

Several men emerged from the doorway 
at the rear and conferred with the big man 
in the chair. Mrat-See noticed them glanc- 
ing covertly at him, and the ridge of hairs 
along his spine bristled with apprehension 
at the hostility written on their faces. He 
squirmed uneasily. Lindow or no Lindow, 
it might be wise for him to leave. 

Another man came rapidly from the 
doorway and walked toward the street. 
Perhaps this human could verify his sus- 
picion regarding the gambling activity and 
he could then depart with a clear conscience. 

Hastily Mrat-See arose and touched the 
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man lightly on the arm. “Please,” he began 
politely. 

The man frowned at him without inter- 
rupting his purposeful pace. 

Mrat-See trotted alongside, tugging at 
his sleeve. “Please,” he repeated, “sell me 
—-it is gambling sat sey do in se back, is it 
not?” 

“Sure,” the man replied absently. “Go 
back an’ see Big Moe.” 

“Sank you — ” 

The man halted suddenly. “Say,” be said, 
“you must be the little guy they was talkin’ 
about — ” He caught Mrat-See’s arm firmly. 
“Hey, Doc,” he called. 

The big man from the door, backed by 
three others only slightly smaller and no 
less purposeful, advanced toward Mrat-See. 
“What’s he doin,’ Means?” 

The man holding Mrat-See grinned. 
“Seems sorta curious about what’s doin’ 
in the back. Thought I better check.” 

The big man glowered. “You hadda stick 
your nose in, didn’t you, Mac?” 

“I do not wish to gamble myself,” Mrat- 
See protested. “I merely wish se information 
for my report — ” 

“A report for a Senatorial Committee 
maybe, huh, Mac? You hear that, boys?” 
The boys nodded. 

Means had released Mrat-See and now 
he moved back a bit, watching and smiling 
in anticipation of the coming fun. 

Doc tossed the butt of his cigar away 
and came on slowly, his big hands working 
with obvious relish. 

Mrat-See did not understand what they 
were talking about, but he knew that the 
time for explanations was past. His hand 
plunged toward his pocket. 

Doc lunged forward. One of the other 
men cursed and snatched at his armpit. 

Mrat-See’s finger found the trigger and 
Doc and his three companions toppled like 
tenpins. 

Means gasped: “He plugged Doc — ” 
Mrat-See turned and fled. 

Confidently Ivan L. Smithov strode across 
the marble floor of the bank. Politely he 
addressed the Cerberus of the vault. 

“Hiya, babe. How’s about lettin’ me inta 
Fort Knox, huh?” 

Cerberus — familiarly known to her inti- 
mates as Miss Price— had not been hailed 
as “babe” for at least a decade, and the 
word sent a wicked tingle skittering along 
her ramrod spine. Primly she preened the 
iron-gray bun at the nape of her neck, 



blinking her pale, bespectacled eyes at this 
extraordinary man. 

The face she saw did not appear flirta- 
tious or forward. It was rather squarish and 
grim, topped by a thatch of sandy hair; 
pallid but for the trial of carroty freckles 
beneath the gray eyes. An undistinguished 
face, really — except for the seriousness of 
the expression it wore. 

Miss Price looked at those gray eyes 
again, and a different sort of shiver shook 
her. Those eyes were the cold, unhumorous 
eyes of a jungle dweller — eyes which had 
never known laughter, nor guessed at its 
meaning. 

Flustered, she inquired, “Do you have 
your key, Mr. — ” 

“Sure, goilie.” He produced the flat piece 
of metal. “Smith’s de moniker, babe. Ivan 
L. Smith.” 

Mechanically Miss Price performed her 
accustomed chore. The signature in the 
book, the time — Back to the vault, use her 
key in the proper box — Return to her 
desk — 

But unaccountably, the warmth of the day 
had fled. Those eyes — She scrubbed at her 
arms, fantastically imagining that the 
gooseflesh upon them had been glazed by a 
breath from the wings of death. 

In the vault, Smithov removed a sheaf 
of currency from the box. He stared at it 
unbelieving, and the thin slash of his mouth 
spat a curse. Convulsively his hands crushed 
upon the paper. 

Another blunder. Another incredible 
blunder. 

Desperately his mind scrabbled in the 
meager sand of his knowledge of pre- 
Conquest American history, seeking the 
bone of truth. Perhaps — Carefully he scru- 
tinized the currency again. The date was 
certainly old enough, and he thought he 
remembered something about some such 
organization. The details were clouded in 
his memory, but it might be all right. It 
might not be the blunder he had thought. 

At least he could try. Clutching two of 
the hundred dollar bills, he advanced to 
the teller’s cage. 

“How’s about bustin’ a coupla C notes 
fer me, huh, buster?” he inquired graciously. 

The teller’s slender fingers accepted the 
bills, stretched them, rejected them. 

“Very funny,” he remarked coldly. 

An iron hand squeezed Smithov’s 
stomach. “What’s a matter? Somethin’ ain’t 
kosher ’bout th’ dough?” 

The teller glanced up and saw the stark- 
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ness of the anger and the fear in the wide 
gray eyes. Maybe this wasn’t supposed to 
be a gag. Maybe the man was a psychiatric 
case — 

“The money’s no good,” he said ner- 
vously. “Currency with Jefferson Davis’ 
signature hasn’t been any good since Lee’s 
surrender at Appomattox.” 

Smithov stood unmoving on the marble 
steps, oblivious alike to the golden flood of 
July sun and the scurrying swarms of 
humanity. 

Simplification — Simplification — SIMPLI- 
FICATION— 

The word beat at his brain with the 
monotonous savagery of a primitive drum, 
relentlessly chasing him back to dim, 
monstrous memories of childhood. 

His grandmother — She was the only 
one who had ever loved him — except Maria. 
Thy had come for her at night — they always 
came at night. He was only five then, and 
he had been asleep. The loud pounding at 
the door had awakened him to a terror he 
hadn’t understood — until later. 

Grandmother had screamed, and he had 
heard the naked horror in the sound. He 
had rushed out, sobbing, to help her. 
Coldly his father had halted his childish 
rush of succor. Two men sleeved with the 
dread orange bands were holding grand- 
mother, and she stood there in her shape- 
less nightdress, slight and small and scream- 
ing. 

His father was erect, like a soldier on 
parade, restraining the struggling Ivan with 
fingers of iron, oblivious of the futile fury 
of his tiny fists. The Monitors had com- 
plimented his father at length on his loyalty 
to the State, then they had taken grand- 
mother away. Ivan was locked in his room 
without a word of explanation, to huddle, 
moaning and shivering on his bed, with 
grandmother’s screams shrilling in his brain. 

The next time he saw grandmother, she 
was simple. Then the screams had been his. 

From that moment, he had hated his 
father with a calculating, ruthless hatred. 
That hatred was twelve years in fruiting, 
and its bloom was grandmother’s Bible. She 
had hidden the old black book in a secret 
place, and he had taken it and put it in 
his father’s room that memorable day just 
before he called the Monitors. 

That act of revenge had bought him 
enough additional education to elevate him 
from a Citizen Third Class to a Citizen 
Second, and now the coveted First was in 
sight. Only two more notches to climb — 



His marriage to Maria had helped him 
up the ladder, of course. She was the 
daughter of a First, a large bovine woman 
of uncomplicated temperament, and their 
union had worked out very nicely. She loved 
him with a blind, undemanding devotion, 
and for him she was a welcome refuge 
from the constant conspiracies and counter- 
conspiracies of daily life. Their sons, 
Davidov and Hohnovitch, were the apples 
of their First grandfather’s eye. And, 
Smithov admitted, of his own as well. 

And they were barriers. The boys — 
Maria — His long climb— All his fife he 
bad been running breathlessly uphill, build- 
ing protective barriers behind him as he 
ran. Barriers again — 

Simplification — Simplification — SIMPLI- 
FICATION— 

Once again those mindless screams re- 
sounded from the dark corridor of his 
childhood, and he shivered. The barriers 
were crumbling. 

Brittski was the saboteur. He was respon- 
sible for this ridiculous predicament. He 
would have a plausible explanation heaping 
the blame for the expedition’s failure on 
Smithov. And Lindow would back whatever 
yarn Brittski chose to spin. That Capellan 
capitalist would rather lose his hide than 
a credit’s profit. He would be revengeful. 
Already he had threatened — 

And Smithov’s superiors would regard 
the loss of the weather-conditioning machi- 
nery with jaundiced eyes. The Soviet was 
not tolerant of failure, and the penalty 
was — 

Simplification — Simplification — SIMPLI- 
FICATION— 

His ego locked, gibbering, in an unbreak- 
able cage, beating and bleeding on the un- 
heeding bars, while Ms body walked and 
lived on, unfeeling. 

The taste of blood was thick and sweet 
in his mouth. He forced his teeth to release 
the crushed edge of his lip. There had to 
be a way out. 

Money. Money would bring Brittski’s 
malevolent conspiracy toppling about his 
ears. Money would make Lindow change 
Ms tune. Money would prove his own 
ingenuity in adversity. Money was the 
answer. He had to get money. 

But how? 

One of the Confederate bills fell from 
his nerveless fingers, a fluttering leaf ih the 
yellow sunlight. 

How? 
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A grinning man touched his arm, exten- 
ding the fallen bill. 

“Better hang on to this,” he said “The 
way the State Righters are blustering, you 
never can tell.” He chuckled wryly. “Or 
maybe we’ll be using rubles — ” 

Rubles. 

The word rang iike a gong in Smithov’s 
head. Hastily he snatched the bill from the 
man’s hand. Down the marble steps he 
skipped, and briskly turned toward Six- 
teenth Street. 

More than mildly Smithov was exasper- 
ated at the two large Russians confronting 
him at the Embassy gates. Only minutes 
remained of the hour allotted him by Lin- 
dow in which to secure spendable currency, 
and he seemed to be making no progress 
with this obstinate duo. 

“Fer de las’ time,’ he shouted, “I tell ya 
I gotta see de ambassador. It’s oigent, a 
matter o’ life an’ deat’.” 

“Perhaps he attempts to create a scene 
which will provide an excuse for a mob 
demonstration before the Embassy,” the 
Russian in gray chauffeur’s whipcords re- 
marked, dubiously surveying the almost 
empty street. 

“Why does he not admit he is from 
Chicago?” his companion in the double- 
breasted blue suit demanded fretfully. “Is 
he so stupid as to believe we have not 
witnessed their decadent gangster films?” 

“Perhaps it is a capitalist-gangster plot 
to abduct the ambassador,” Whipcords 
added sagely. 

“Dolts,” Smithov screeched in Russian, 
“if anyone is abducted, it will be you — to 
labor and repent in the uranium mines of 
Silesia. When the ambassador learns of 
your stupid Facist obstructionist tactics, he 
will see to that.” 

“This Chicago gangster speaks Russian,” 
Blue-suit exclaimed in amazement. 

“Perhaps we should inform our superiors 
of his presence,” Whipcords whispered 
hastily. 

Quick to press this slight advantage, 
Smithov scribbled two names on a slip of 
paper: Vassilly Tonetsky — Victor Turner. 
Imepriously he thrust the note toward Blue- 
suit. 

‘Take this to your ambassador at once,” 
he commanded. 

Reluctantly the Russian shambled away. 

The message was magic. In less than five 
minutes Smithov was ushered into the pre- 
sence of a well-dressed, youngish man. 

“You’s de ambassador, ain’t you?” he 



asked eagerly. “You de big cheese aroun’ 
here?” 

The man surveyed him coldly. “I am 
not the ambassador. My name is Roganin. 
However, I am authorized to deal with your 
... ah, problem.” 

Smithov frowned. “I t’ink I oughta see 
de top dog,” he said doubtfully. “I don’t 
know as I oughta spill to no underlin’ — ” 
“I said I was authorized to deal with 
your problem,” Roganin repeated sharply. 

“You one o’ de big shots in de MVD, 
Mr. Roganin?” Smithov inquired cautiously. 

The Russian’s watchful eyes narrowed. 
“Suppose we get to the reason for your 
visit, Mr. ... ah, Smithov. This note — ■” 
Suggestively he tapped the grubby slip of 
paper. 

“Yeah, well, I’m onna spot, see, an’ I 
hadda t’ink o’ somethin’ to gimme a quick 
in so’s I could con you guys inta dolin’ me 
some fas’ moola, see? So I t’ink o’ 
Tonetsky — ” 

“Just a moment.” Roganin held up his 
hand. “I cannot comprehend this gibberish. 
I was informed that you spoke Russian.” 
Smithov nodded. 

“Then please do so.” 

Smithov made an effort to control his 
patience. How ridiculous to staff the Em- 
bassy here with dolts who could not under- 
stand the language. 

“Perhaps it would be best, comrade,” he 
began in labored Russian, “if I outline the 
predicament in which I find myself. I am 
a fellow Communist — a Citizen Second Class 
of the Terrestrial Soviet of the year twenty- 
one twenty-five. I — ” 

Roganin scowled. “You are claiming to 
be a visitor from the future?” 

“Yes, comrade.” 

“Hm-m-m. You have proof of this 
remarkable statement?” 

“Not direct proof, no. You will under- 
stand why this must be so, of course, 
comrade. For obvious reasons, the people 
of this era must not know that they are 
being visited by those from the future. 
Consider the consequences — -technological 
obsolescence, economic displacement, his- 
torical fore-knowledge and its resulting des- 
pair, shifts of a possibly disastrous nature 
in the probability sequential line — There- 
fore I bring no wondrous machines with me 
— nothing which could not be the home- 
made product of this age.” 

Smithov leaned forward earnestly. “Sup- 
pose you, Comrade Roganin, wished to 
visit the Rome of Caesar’s day and pass 
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among the populace as a Roman, Would 
you wear modern garb or arm yourself 
with modern weapons? No, obviously you 
would equip yourself with toga and short 
sword.” 

Roganin smiled. “And yet you reveal 
your identity to me.” 

“Only because of the most urgent neces- 
sity, comrade.” 

“Hm-m-m. I can imagine the nature of 
this necessity,” the Russian muttered softly. 
“Your proof, then,” he said aloud, “is of 
an indirect character?” 

Smithov nodded. “With me are three 
companions from the stars. Bari Lindow, a 
misguided capitalist entrepreneur from the 
sixth world of the star Capella, who regrett- 
ably owns the machine which brought us 
here, is human in every respect except for 
the color of his skin, which is pale blue. 
Mrat-See Hrasech, from Merow, the second 
planet of Wolf 359, is intelligent but of an 
alien species. He is befurred and bewhiskered 
somewhat after the manner of a cat — 
obviously no human. Hingolyin, a Vegan, is 
humanoid but also nonhuman. The pre- 
sence of these three beings — and their 
testimony to corroborate my story — is the 
only proof I can offer.” 

“These creatures are disguised so that they 
may pass as humans, I presume?” 

Smithov nodded. 

“And these races from the stars,” 
Roganin inquired sarcastically, “are they 
also Communist?” 

Smithov shook his head sadly. “No, 
comrade. Almost without exception they 
follow the so called free enterprise, demo- 
cratic system.” 

“Your world, then, is an armed camp 
surrounded by enemies?” 

“In one sense, perhaps. You see, there 
is a Galactic Union composed of races which 
have attained to ... ah, a so called techno- 
sociologically mature level of culture.” 
Smithov squirmed uncomfortably. It would 
be blasphemous to say that Terra was con- 
sidered a barbarous backwater. And it 
would be difficult to attempt to explain the 
unreasonable fact that many scientific 
theories failed to agree with Party dogma, 
and so must, perforce, be altered to fit — 
often to a degree which affected their work- 
ability. 

“We do not as yet belong to this Union,” 
he stated hurriedly. “We do not as yet 
possess the secret of the warp drive which 
permits, in effect, the attainment of speeds 
faster than light. Our contact with out- 
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system civilizations is accomplished through 
their ships.” 

Roganin frowned. “You cannot reach 
them, but they can reach you. Is that what 
you are trying to say?” 

“Even so, comrade. We can visit other 
systems only in alien ships. And there is the 
matter of a passport — ” 

“This Galactic Union has powerful wea- 
pons with which it threatens you?” 

“The Union has powerful weapons, yes. 
However, its Interstellar Patrol is used to 
maintain peace — ” 

“Naturally,” Roganin said impatiently. 
“They threaten you through the pretense 
of maintaining peace. It is the same world 
today. You have doubtless sent agents 
abroad to learn the secrets of these alien 
weapons?” 

“Naturally. But thus far our efforts have 
been nonproductive. One such agent was 
unfortunately captured with certain plans. 
His memory was snatched and he was re- 
turned to us with a warning. Since that 
incident, we have had great difficulty in 
obtaining Galactic passports. Even our 
ambassadors must submit to the humiliation 
of a psychic search when returning to our 
system.” 

Roganin grimaced. “I should not relish 
such a state of affairs.” 

“No, comrade. Nor do we.” 

“In fact, I would find it intolerable.” 
“Yes, comrade. We chafe and bide our 
time — 

Roganin stroked his chin. “You describe 
yourself as a Second Class citizen of this 
Soviet of the future. Explain.” 

“There are five classes of citizens in our 
society. Each class has its duties and its 
privileges. The lowest class is composed of 
those who labor manually at unskilled tasks 
— the cattle. Fourth Class citizens do semi- 
skilled work. No one in either of these 
classes may belong to the Party. Third 
Class citizens may belong to the Party. 
They are engaged in occupations of techni- 
cal skill — tool and die makers, accountants, 
architects, and the like. Seconds are the 
administrative under-executives. They must 
be Party members, naturally. Firsts are the 
hierarchy of the Party — the rulers.” 

“And how is the class of citizenship 
determined?” 

“By intelligence, ability, and aptitude, of 
course.” Unconsciously Smithov grimaced. 
“Some reactionaries presume to say that the 
status of one’s parents is being used more 



and more as a guide. However, avenues 
remain open for the ambitious.” 

“Evidently things have not changed too 
drastically,” Roganin remarked thought- 
fully. “And now we come to the heart of 
the matter. This note bearing the names — ” 
ostentatiously he paused to glance at the 
slip of paper — “Vassilly Tonetsky and 
Victor Turner.” 

“Comrade,” Smithov said earnestly, “I am 
in trouble. Naturally I turn to the great 
Soviet Embassy for help. I cast myself 
upon your mercy.” Dramatically he paused. 

Roganin watched impassively. 

“My government needs foreign credit. 
To secure this, it seeks to aid the CapSol 
Trading Corporation entice out-world time 
tourists to Terra. The nonhumans I men- 
tioned before are representatives of power- 
ful tourist cartels. The Commissariat of 
Engraving blundered in printing the date on 
these bills” — Smithov placed one of the 
1960 twenties before Roganin — “and my 
assistants made a most regrettable error in 
stocking our emergency cache with this 
worthless trash.” A handful of Confederate 
currency followed the twenty. 

“In short, comrade, my expedition — our 
whole time tourist project — is imperilled by 
a lack of that capitalist commodity — 
money.” 

“As I suspected,” Roganin muttered 
softly. 

“What was that, comrade?” 

“Nothing.” The Russian pressed a button 
on his desk and smiled amiably. “You will 
join me in a glass of wine while we discuss 
your financial plight, of course, comrade 
Smithov?” 

“With pleasure.” Guiltily Smithov glanced 
at his watch. “There is, however, the matter 
of time. I promised the others that I would 
return within the hour with currency. Al- 
ready I am late. And, as we depart in the 
morning, there will be little enough time for 
them to see the sights of this era.” 

“Of course. How much money will you 
require for your needs?” 

“I was supplied with five thousand dollars 
originally. However, a lesser sum should be 
sufficient. Perhaps two thousand — even one. 
I do not wish to tax your treasury unduly, 
comrade.” 

“A most generous thought.” 

The irony of the remark was lost upon 
Smithov. 

A waiter entered, served the two men a 
pale beverage, and placed a decanter of 
the stuff on the desk. 
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“You are acquainted with this ... ah, 
Vassilly Tonetsky?” Roganin inquired 
casually. 

“I am historically acquainted, as is every 
schoolboy of my time, with the great work 
which Vassilly Tonetsky has done for you 
— for us. He is — will be — considered the 
father of the coming Communist Conquest 
of ’57. You, of course, are familiar with his 
daring exploit here, comrade.” 

Roganin smiled. “I would like to hear 
of Tonetsky from you, comrade. To get the 
proper historical slant.” 

“Tonetsky’s procurement of the secret 
American plans for the atomic rocket motor 
and the drawings of the projected space 
station was the pivotal point in the present 
conflict,” Smithov said with some condes- 
cension. “Naturally Dr. I. M. Konev was 
credited with the invention of the motor.” 
He shrugged expressively. “But we know, 
eh, comrade?” 

Roganin blinked noncommittally. 

“The Americans,” Smithov continued, 
“did not realize that these secrets were in 
our hands. Consequently they allowed their 
development to lag while they concentrated 



on more conventional armaments. As you 
are aware, their policy in the cold war is 
changing from one of negativism to a 
doctrine of positive pressure aimed at 
fomenting revolution in Mother Russia. 
And, comrade, they will come perilously 
close to success. However, when things seem 
blackest for us, the space station will be 
completed. Its guided missiles will blast 
American cities, they will be at our mercy. 
It will be like tossing stones down a well.” 

Smithov gulped his wine, his eyes sparkl- 
ing with excitement. “I have seen the films 
of the destruction, comrade. Such devasta- 
tion. You would not believe it. Magnificent. 
And just at the moment when internal 
revolution threatened us. Yes, comrade, 
we owe much to the brave Vassilly Tonet- 
sky.” 

Smithov stifled a yawn. “And now, com- 
rade, time presses. The money we men- 
tioned — 

Roganin smiled thinly. “You are asking 
for two thousand dollars. Is that correct?” 

There was a subtle change in the Rus- 
sian’s voice which Smithov did not like, but 
he was having too much trouble keeping 



14 



ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION 



his eyes open to analyze accurately. 
“Whatever . . . you . . . can . . . spare — ” 
His head sagged. “Can’t move,” he whis- 
pered. “Sleepy — ” Quietly he toppled to the 
floor. 

Roganin’s lip peeled in a snarl. “Clumsy 
blackmailer,” he muttered. 

He pressed the bell, and two men entered 
the room. Gesturing to Smithov’s limp body, 
he said, “Take him to the Virginia estate. 
And be sure that you are not followed.” 

Eight long blocks from the pool hall, 
Mrat-See slowed his head-long pace. He was 
sure that his twistings and scurryings 
through the sidewalk crowds had lost all 
possible pursuit, but the flight had reduced 
him to a pitiable state. His garments were 
thoroughly sweat soaked and dripping, a 
torrid and intolerable casing. His breath 
was a wheeze through the itching mask, his 
muscles were leaden from the high gravity, 
and the low instep of the human shoes was 
torture to his feet. 

Wearily he stumbled into the shelter of 
an arcade and leaned against the wall. He 
had lost Lindow — that was all too obvious. 
Certainly he had not the slightest intention 
of going back to the billiard parlor, report 
or no report. 

He would return to the hotel, remove 
these heathen garments, and brush out his 
sticky pelt. The thought of the stiff bristles 
soothing his fur accentuated the unbearable 
itching. His muzzle twitched sympatheti- 
cally, and uncontrollably he began to 
scratch. 

He closed his eyes in appreciation. 

The sound of tearing cloth made him 
desist. Ruefully he felt the hole in the side 
of his shirt. Well, the coat would cover it, 
and the prickling was no longer such agony. 

The display window of the shop beside 
which he was standing caught his eye. Toys. 

It would be nice to take something home 
for Eeen-Meh, Sath-San’s small sister. Some- 
thing which he could use as a bribe, per- 
haps, when he wished to be alone with Sath- 
San. For that, he could endure his dis- 
comfort the few additional moments 
necessary to make the purchase. 

His gaze wandered over the exhibits. 
Dolls with pink cheeks and quaint, vege- 
table fiber clothes; pedal fittings with 
rollers; shiny guns, deadly with realism; 
game boards with their painted pieces, 
magnetic darts, soft plastics for modeling, 
miniature vehicles, microscopes, chemicals — 

Really, these toys seemed quite good. 
Actually an improvement on the usual 



Soviet assortment one hundred seventy-two 
years in the future. But something was 
missing here — • 

The Purge Games. 

There were no Purge Lists on display, 
nor any of the usual barbed, whips and 
leather billies. But of course. The Americans 
of this era did not hold annual purges. 
Citizens here were not entitled to place the 
names of their enemies on the Secret List 
for Purge consideration. 

So, obviously, the children would have 
no Purge Games. The toys of youngsters 
were always a surprisingly accurate index 
to the activities of their elders. Playing 
grownup when they themselves would grow 
up all too soon. 

Mrat-See sighed softly. 

But such reflections were of little value 
in selecting a toy for Een-Meh. A doll, per- 
haps, would be best. The female young of 
all species never seemed to tire of dolls. 
Luckily, Mrat-See supposed; for should they 
ever do so, their race would be facing 
extinction. 

That large one on the top shelf with the 
blonde head fur and the blue dress. Een- 
Meh would like her, he was sure. Mrat- 
See fingered the change given him by the 
taxi driver. Fifteen ninety-five for the doll. 
That would leave 'him enough for cab fare 
back to the hotel without having to break 
another of the counterfeit bills. Too bad 
he had had to pass one of those twenties, 
but perhaps it would not be discovered. He 
did not like to think of the driver losing 
such a sum. The man was, perhaps, a 
father — or wished to become one. 

His thoughts were interrupted by a low, 
ominous growl. 

Mrat-See turned quickly, wincing at the 
protest of his aching muscles. The creature 
standing before him might have issued from 
a nightmare. Its heavy, barrellike body was 
slung like a hammock on four bowed legs. 
The enormous head, with undershot jaw, 
protruding fangs, and pendulous lips, was 
turned toward him unswervingly, and the 
continuing growl was a deep rumble of 
menace from the massive chest. 

Mrat-See’s heart leaped with fear. He 
had seen such creatures before in the York- 
grad zoo. Dogs they were called. But this 
one was loose on the streets, not safely 
encaged by sturdy bars. Obviously the thing 
had escaped its customary confinement and 
was abroad to wreak revenge on its captors. 
‘ Stealthily the Merovian’s hand crept 
toward the pocket which held the stun gun. 
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He knew the creature confronting him could 
move with lightning speed, and he did not 
want to precipitate its present threatening 
attitude into action by a sudden gesture. 

The dog’s nose twitched. Its upper lip 
rose to expose viciously gleaming tusks, and 
the basso of its growl ascended alarmingly. 
Slowly it advanced, crouching as though to 
savor the pleasure of its announced attack. 

Desperately Mrat-See fumbled at his 
sticky garment. His muscles ached and 
shook with disobedience, and terror was a 
solvent in his bones. Shrilly he snarled in 
chaotic protest and the dog sprang for his 
throat. 

His numbed fingers found the trigger, 
pressed it — and a thunderbolt struck his 
chest. He collapsed on the pavement with 
Sath-San’s beloved name a prayer on his lips, 
helplessly awaiting the sharp teeth of death. 

The dead weight upon him lay limp and 
unmoving. 

Cautiously Mrat-See opened his eyes. He 
rolled gently. The unconscious dog toppled 
from him. 

Hissing a sigh of thanksgiving, Mrat- 
See tottered to his feet and ran. Disjointed 
thoughts jerked through his mind in accom- 
paniment with explosive pants from his 
lungs. The doll— he should have turned up 
the gun’s power and killed the vicious 
beast back there. Low charge wouldn’t 
knock it out long. Trace him by scent if it 
took the notion. 

His vision blurred in a red haze, and the 
weary pound of his feet was a mechanical 
thing beyond his conscious control. Dimly 
he sensed the pressure of bodies around 
him and realized that he was fighting his 
way through a crowd of humans. He dug 
forward, desperately thrusting the obtuse 
creatures aside. 

Suddenly the pressure was gone. He 
stumbled and would have fallen but for a 
firm hand on his elbow. He felt himself sup- 
ported and led forward, and dully he tried 
to comprehend. He was in a small circular 
space with two men and a machine, en- 
closed by a sea of pressing humans. One 
of the humans was holding his arm, and 
the other was laughing with repulsive 
heartiness. 

“You seem very eager to become a 
Sidewalk Celebrity, sir,” the laughing man 
said in a sirupy tone. “Step right up here 
where our audience can see you, please.” 

The hand on Mrat-See’s elbow gave him 
no chance to do otherwise. 

“And what is your name, sir?” 



“Mrat-See Hrasech,” he answered auto- 
matically. He was too tired to think, too 
tired to run. Perhaps these humans would 
help him — 

“Murat Zhee Hurask— ” The man paused 
and chuckled. “You don’t say.” 

The crowd roared. 

“Please,” Mrat-See said desperately, “I — ” 
“And where are you from, Mr. Hur . . . 
uh . . . I think I’ll call you Harry. You don't 
object, do you, sir?” The man appealed 
to the crowd. “How about that, folks? 
Wanta call him Harry?” 

There were a few cheers and several loud 
boos from the folks. 

Vaguely Mrat-See wondered why this 
human didn’t wish to call him Mac as the 
others had done. 

“Where is your home, Harry? Where 
were you bom?” 

“Merow. Wolf II.” Mrat-See pronounced 
the words so that they sounded, “Wrullf 
suh-yew.” 

“Thank you, Harry, and a merry hmmff 
to you, too.” 

More laughter. 

“Now will you tell us where you were 
born, please? You’re a foreigner, I take 
it?” 

Mrat-See’s battered mind struggled to 
grasp the situation. These senseless ques- 
tions — And the machine — It must be a 
broadcasting device of some kind, perhaps 
a primitive radio. He must warn these 
humans of the terror stalking their streets — 
“A beast has escaped from your zoo,” 
he said urgently. “It is abroad in your cisy 
at sis moment — ” 

The emcee frowned, then nodded quickly 
to the man holding Mrat-See’s elbow. “We’ll 
take care of it,” he said soothingly. “And 
thanks for being one of our Sidewalk 
Celebrities for the day, Harry.” 

Mrat-See felt himself being drawn away. 
Stubbornly he resisted. 

“Sis beast assacked me,” he shouted. “It 
assacked me but a short sime since — ” He 
clutched the emcee’s sleeve and clung. “A 
great bruse of a dog has freed himself 
from your zoo — ” 

The emcee winked at the machine. “O.K., 
Harry. We’ll all be on the lookout for the 
dog who escaped from the zoo.” 

The crowd tittered. 

“I think,” the emcee continued, his nose 
crinkling distastefully, “that a fertilizer 
truck just passed here, folks. And now our 
next Celebrity — ” 

Mrat-See caught a glimpse of tawny pur- 
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poseful motion in the crowd of humans. 
Terrified, he began to yowl and jabber in 
the consonants of his native tongue, shaking 
the emcee and pointing. 

The dog staggered into the cleared circle, 
still groggy from the stun charge, but 
grimly pursuing the scent of its quarry. 
Drunkenly it crouched, snarling it sprang. 

Mrat-See knew a moment of withering 
horror as the great beast rose, bowling upon 
him. There was no time for the gun. Des- 
perately he struck, feeling the unsheathed 
razors of his claws dig into flesh. The hot 
breath of the creature blew upon his face, 
savage tusks tugged briefly — and were gone. 

Bright with blood, the dog struck the 
ground and lay still. 

Mrat-See turned away, shaken and 
trembling. The emcee was staring at him, 
his mouth working wordlessly. Shrill squeals 
started from the inner circle of the crowd, 
rapidly spreading outward, growing into the 
senseless animal sounds of a mob in panic. 

Mrat-See realized that something was 
wrong. Very wrong. The dog — 

Slowly his hand rose to his face. Familiar 
whiskers and muzzle met his fingers. The 
lower part of the flesh mask was gone. 

Poor guy, Crain thought, blinking 
morosely at the TV screen and savoring the 
dregs of his rye. 

A beer down the bar breathed, “Ja see 
that thing?” 

“We return you to our studios,” the TV 
set announced hastily. The chaotic street 
scene vanished. 

“What was it?” a Scotch inquired. 

“It wasn’t no man. So help me, that thing 
wasn’t human.” 

The bartender hadn’t been watching the 
screen. He didn’t like video. “Maybe it was 
a Marshun,” he suggested sarcastically. 

“Could be,” the Scotch said soberly. 
“Could be at that.” 

“Ja se it run? An’ the crowd fall down 
when it put its hand in its pocket? Ja see 
that?” 

“Ray guns, yet,” the bartender snorted. 

“I tell ya it wasn’t human.” 

“I sheen plenny worse’n him,” Crain said 
solemnly. “Inna war. Own muvver would 
wouldn’ know shome of ’em.” He shook 
his head. “Bad they was. Real bad.” 

The Beer hmmphed. “You’re nuts. Wasn’t 
nothin’ like that thing in no war.” 

“You tryin’ to tell me I don’ know 
wounded vet’ran when I shee one?” Crain 
demanded belligerently. 



The Beer hooted. “If that thing was a 
wounded vet, I’m a Martian myself.” 

Crain burped disdainfully. “That fer 
Marshuns. Wounded vet, I shay. Gimme 
’nother rye, bartender.” 

The Beer turned his back on Crain and 
addressed the Scotch. “Ja see what it done 
to that dog? Like it hit ’im with claws.” 

The Scotch nodded. “I think you’re 
right,” he said slowly. “I don’t think it was 
human — ” He shivered and pulled at his 
drink. 

The bartender deposited Crain’s rye. 
“Wha’d it look like if it wasn’t human?” 
“Long whiskers,” the Beer said quickly. 
“An’ a muzzle with fur. Sorta like a cat.” 
The bartender quirked his eyebrow. 
“Sometimes the set don’t work so good. 
Lotta interference.” 

The Beer made a rude noise, “I seen 
interference before, but I never seen nothin’ 
like that. Interference don't grow no 
whiskers an’ muzzles on guy’s faces.” 

“It had to be human,” the Scotch said 
loudly. “It had to be, didn’t it?” 

“Coursh,” Crain agreed. “Jush wounded 
vet. Sheen shome own muvver wouldn’ — ” 
The bartender scowled fiercely at some- 
thing behind Crain, following its movement 
with his eyes. “Jerks think this place is a 
public washroom,” he muttered. “Holdin’ up 
a handkerchief like he’s got nosebleed, yet. 
Probably mess the place up an’ don’t even 
buy a beer. If he tries to walk outa here, 
I’m gonna tell ’im off.” 

Carefully Crain turned on his stool. 
“Shay,” he said loudly, “thash — ” He stop- 
ped abruptly and smiled slyly at the 
bartender. 

“Wha’s eating you?” the bartender 
growled. 

Crain put his hand on the Beer’s shoulder 
and clambered from his stool. “Wounded 
vet, I shay,” he announced with satisfaction. 
Smiling smugly, he headed for the door 
marked “Men,” being careful to keep his 
steps short and his eyes fixed on his 
destination. 

“Tight as a tick,” the Beer remarked. 
“Show ’em whosh tight,” Crain muttered, 
fumbling at the door. “ToF ’em wounded 
vet—” 

Inside the washroom, a man was sloshing 
water with one hand and holding a hand- 
kerchief to his face with the other. He wore 
dark glasses and a stained and rumpled 
suit. 

“Thought sho,” Crain remarked trium- 
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phantly. He walked toward the man 
unsteadily. 

The man wheeled, still holding the hand- 
kerchief to his face, and his hand dropped 
to his side pocket. 

“M’namesh Crain,” Crain announced in 
a straightforward friendly manner. “Rob 
Crain.” 

He extended his hand. Somehow he mis- 
judged the distance, staggered, and brought 
up against the wall. 

The other regarded him anxiously. 
“Please,” he said, “I do not feel well — ” 

Crain leaned on the wall and nodded with 
solemn sympathy. “Don’ have t’tell me, 
ol’ boy. ’M a vet’ran m’shelf. Know jush 
how ya feel. Shaw whole thing on TV.” He 
grimaced indignantly. “Shame, thash what 
ish. Man givesh hish flesh an’ blood for his 
country, comesh home — What happensh? 
Getsh laughed at on TV, dog bitesh ’im, 
people call ’im Marshun— ” He frowned 
lugubriously. “Countrysh goin’ t’th’ dogsh. 
No reshpect.” 

He lurched to an adjacent sink and clung 
to its edge. “Well, Crain’s shtill got reshpect. 
Wanna help ya, ol’ boy. Always ready t’help 
anuwer vet. Gonna buy ya drink.” 

He slapped his thigh for emphasis and 
lost his balance. Cautiously he resumed his 
stance against the wall. 

“Bartender gripin’ ’bout guys usin’ hish 
loushy washroom. No reshpect. Gonna buy 
2 



you drink m’shelf. Show ’em whosh 
drunk — ” 

Crain’s eyes wandered to the other sink 
and he made an effort to focus on the 
rubbery looking thing immersed in the 
water. The thing seemed to be getting 
bigger. And it was growing hair — 

Crain rubbed his eyes and looked again. 
The hair was still there, and it was attached 
to a face. “Maybe I am drunk,” he muttered. 
The face was beginning to fill out, puffing 
with nose and cheeks — - 
“Shay, friend,” Crain said carefully, “do 
you shee what I shee down in that water?” 
“Sst? Oh — It is a mask.” 

“Sho thash what dog bit, hey? Mash. 
You alwaysh carry a shpare, ol’ boy?” 
“When I am required to visit primisive — 
Yes — Yes, I have see spare, sank you.” 
“Pretty shlick. Never get caught with ya 
mashk down, huh?” Crain chuckled admir- 
ingly. He watched the swelling mask with 
fascination. “Never shaw one grow itsh own 
face before. Ya get ’em from th’ Vet’ran’s 
Adminishtration, huh?” 

“Ah . . . yes.” 

The other lifted the mask and gently 
squeezed off the excess water. This necessi- 
tated lowering the handkerchief, and Crain 
got a good look at his features. 

“Shay,’ he muttered, shuddering, “I don’ 
blame ya for wearin’ that thing.” 

He watched, mesmerized, as the man 
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stripped the remains of the torn mask from 
his head. This guy had really got it bad- 
wound must have practically torn his head 
off. Even the eyes and ears were awful — 
And all that hair. Some shavetail doc pro- 
bably experimented on the poor bird. 

“Shay,” Crain remarked helpfully, “ya 
oughta try plashtic soo . . . soogery. Do 
wunners, ol’ man. Own muwer wouldn’ 
know ya.” 

The other hissed, pulled the new mask 
over his head, and donned the dark glasses. 

“Gotta ’mit ya look better with mashk, 
ol’ boy. Makesh big difference. But shtill 
shay plashtic soogery — ” 

Crain paused. The man was looking at 
him peculiarly, and his hand was in his 
pocket again. “Didn’ mean any ’fensh,” 
Crain said hastily. He placed his finger on 
his lips. “Shh. Won’ mention it. Word of 
honor. Gimmie Bible — shwear on Bible. 
Won’ breathe word — ” 

The other seemed to relax a bit. 

“Buy ya drink. Can’ find Bible, sho buy 
ya drink on it, huh?” 

“Sank you, but I cannot — ” 

“Wish guysh at bar shaid you wash 
Marshun.” Crain giggled. “Get it, ol’ boy? 
Shaid you wasn’ human. Buy you drink, 
we’ll show ’em.” Chummily he put his arm 
around the fellow’s shoulders, urging him 
toward the door. 

The man held back. “No,” he snarled. 
“Please les me go — ” 

“Firsht time ever shaw vet didn’ wanna 
lemme buy ’im drink,” Crain remarked in 
awe. “Shay” — he sniffed suspiciously — 
shomethin’ stinksh in here.” 

“Please, you go ahead. I wait here a . 
moment to permit se mask to dry.” 

Crain blinked owlishly. “Well — ” The 
smell seemed to be getting stronger. “O.K., 
then. But don’ forget — gonna buy ya drink 
when mashk driesh. Well show ’em whosh 
drunk vet.” 

“Yes, yes. I come in just a moment.” 
Crain waved vaguely, zigzagged to the 
. bar, and remounted his stool. The Scotch 
was staring straight ahead, whispering to 
himself. The Beer was tracing moody circles 
with his mug. 

“Two ryesh, bartender,” Crain called 
loudly. 

The bartender regarded him dubiously. 
“One at a time ain’t enough, huh?” 

“One f’me, one f’my friend,” Crain stated 
with dignity. 

“Yeah? Where’s your friend, Mac?” 
“Inside.” 



“The guy with nosebleed?” 

“He’sh wounded vet,” Crain asserted 
smugly. 

The Beer moaned. “You still on that 
routine?” 

“Shaid alia time he wash wounded vet, 
didn’ I?” Crain answered his own question 
with a judicious nod. “Wounded vet then, 
wounded vet shtill. Always ready t’buy 
drink for every wounded vet I meet.” 

The Beer squinted at Crain suspiciously. 

“No,” the Scotch said softly. “Not the 
thing on TV?” 

Crain nodded with assurance. “Shame 
one.” 

“Not back there — Not in here — ” 

“Gonna buy ’im drink,” Crain insisted. 

The Scotch slid from his stool and sidled 
toward the door. 

A red-faced cop came in from the street. 
“Any o’ you birds seen anything o’ some 
sorta animal wearin’ clothes?” he demanded 
belligerently. “An’ I’ll run in the first one 
who cracks wise, see?” 

The bartender strode around the end of 
the bar gripping the neck of a bottle. “Back 
here,” he said jerking his head toward the 
washroom. 

The cop drew his gun. 

“This Smithov — he is downstairs, eh?” 
the shark-faced man demanded. 

“Yes, comrade Mankalik.” Roganin bob- 
bed his head ingratiatingly. “The dangerous 
knowledge he possessed made it impossible 
to release him, and of course he could not 
be kept at the Embassy. However, I felt 
sure you would be most anxious to question 
him, and this estate seemed — ” 

“He claims to come from the future, does 
he?” 

“From the year 2125. He says that a 
Communist Conquest will come about in 
1957, primarily through Tonetsky’s work — ” 

“That is most interesting,” Mankalik 
interrupted thoughtfully. 

“Yes, comrade. And that he is a citizen 
of a Terrestrial Soviet. However, the cor- 
roborating details of his story are utterly 
fantastic. Men from the stars . . . why, he 
even claimed that three such creatures 
accompanied him.” 

“You have checked this assertion, of 
course?” Menkalik asked softly. 

“Why, no. It scarcely seemed worth- 
while—” 

“I suppose you did not witness a video 
program called Sidewalk Celebrities today 
either, did you, Roganin?” 
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“I do not waste time watching the propa- 
gandists soap operas of the capitalist war- 
mongers, comrade,” Roganin replied 
reproachfully. 

“You might have found it worthwhile 
had you done so this time.” Menkalik 
moved briskly toward a table on which re- 
posed a pile of clothing and personal effects. 
“These belong to Smithov?” 

“Yes, comrade. The clothes are ordinary 
in every way except for the absence of all 
labels. As you can see, the contents of the 
pockets were meager — a handkerchief, a 
small pocketknife, five hundred dollars in 
the 1960 twenties, one thousand dollars in 
Confederate bills, and the cheap wrist 
watch.” 

Menkalik opened the blade of the knife 
and scraped at the date on one of the 
twenties. “Why did he not obliterate the 
date in this simple manner?” he mused 
softly. “The money seems otherwise a per- 
fect reproduction — ” 

Roganin smiled. “Surely the false cur- 
rency is but a clumsy prop to support his 
pathetic attempt at blackmail.” 

“Why should a mere blackmailer bother 
to counterfeit currency?” Menkalik de- 
manded harshly. “Would he not rather 
place his evidence where it would insure 
his own survival? And these bills — they are 
a faultless reproduction except for the 
stupidity of the date. He could make a 
fortune manufacturing them. Why should 
he risk blackmail for a paltry two thousand 
dollars?” 

Roganin struck his forehead with his 
palm. “A capitalist trick,” he groaned. 
“They are trying to trap us into revealing 
Tonetsky’s whereabouts just as they be- 
guiled us into a premature attack in Korea. 
This Smithov is an agent of the F.B.I. — ■” 

Menkalik frowned. “It is possible,” he 
said slowly. “However, there is the 
picture — ■” 

“The picture, comrade?” 

Menkalik took a folded newspaper from 
his pocket and handed it to the other. 
“There.” 

Roganin found himself staring at a crea- 
ture surrounded by a fleeing mob. The 
upper half of the creature’s face seemed 
human, but the lower half was definitely 
not. A jagged line separated the two halves. 

“The story beneath the picture,” Roganin 
muttered, “mentions the possibility that this 
is the same wounded veteran who was later 
seen in the washroom of a bar fitting him- 
self with a new face mask.” 
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“Pah,” Menkalik exploded. “A fairy tale. 
No wound could create such a face.” 

“Then what—?” 

“One of these beings from the stars, per- 
haps,” Menkalik 'hissed. “And there is also 
something else there in that picture . . . 
something whose smell I do not like. Have 
this Smithov brought up here, Roganin. At 
once.” 

The dreaded caps of red, white, and blue 
were gaudy crests of shame on the heads 
of Davidov and Johnovitch. Smithov 
watched his sons slink down the alley, their 
movement wary with the caution of hunted 
things. The chill breeze fluttered their rag- 
ged clothing, and their bare feet dodged 
the occasional patches of dirty snow. 

At the mouth of the alley the two boys 
halted in indecision. Smithov saw that 
Johnovitch was shaking his head and cry- 
ing. Davidov argued with him briefly, then 
took the younger boy’s hand and led him 
toward the corner. Pressing Johnovitch be- 
hind him, Davidov thrust his head around 
the protecting wall and carefully peered 
up and down. 

Smithov saw a group of children stalking 
along the broad street. They were plump 
and well fed. Their hands grasped leather 
clubs and barbed whips, and the raw, shock- 
ing cruelty of childhood was bright in their 
eyes. A hunting party. 

Smithov knew that Davidov did not see 
the hunting party. Desperately he tried to 
shout a warning to his son, but no sound 
came from his lips. In an agony of appre- 
hension he watched. 

The two boys slipped from the shelter of 
the alley. The leader of the hunting party, 
a stocky, arrogant looking boy of twelve, 
spied their caps. His shrill shout brought 
white terror of Johnovitch’s face. Quickly 
Davidov pushed him back into the alley 
and they turned and ran. 

Johnovitch was sobbing now, stumbling 
blindly as his six-year-old legs failed to 
keep pace with the longer strides of his 
brother. Davidov paused to look back, and 
the hunters burst upon them. 

The twelve-year-old leader had the group 
well disciplined. They did not strike the 
boys prematurely, but herded them into a 
small circle, taunting them with shrill jibes. 

“Old man got simplified, old man got 
simplified — ” 

“Simplified, yah yah, simplified, yah 
yah — ” 

“Zombie kids, zombie caps; zombie kids, 
zombie caps — ■” 
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“Old lady’s in the Public House, old 
lady’s in the Public House — ” 

The young leader held up his hand, and 
the singsong chanting died. 

“Who’s your old man?” he asked 
Davidov. The bright, animal arrogance of 
his face made Smithov sick. He tried to 
close his eyes, but could not — - 

“I-Ivan L. S-Smithov, c-comrade,” 
Davidov whimpered. 

The leader swung his billy almost 
casually. A glowing streak rouged Davidov’s 
cheek. 

“Don’t you call me comrade, you dirty 
zombie.” 

Dumbly Davidov backed against the wall. 

“What happened to your old man, you?” 
He nudged the blubbering Johnovitch with 
his shoe. 

Johnovitch covered his head with his 
arms and sobbed louder. 

The leader laughed. He grasped the six- 
year-old’s ankle, lifted the half frozen foot, 
and smacked his billy across the sole. 

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! 

Johnovitch screamed with mindless pain. 

Around the pressing circle faces grew full 
with sadistic hunger, and tongues lapped at 
pink lips. 

The leader giggled and turned back to 
Davidov. “He your brother?” 

A trembling nod. 

“Tell him why you’re wearing those 
zombie caps. Tell him what happened to 
your old man.” 

“H-he was s-simplified.” 

The twelve-year-old nodded smugly. 
“O.K., gang,” he said. 

The hunting party pressed forward with 
a gleeful whoop. For a moment Davidov 
stood against the wall, fists clenched with 
helpless fury, the billy mark a bright badge 
on his cheek. Then the whips and clubs 
brought him down, and his screams rose 
and mingled with the cries of his brother. 

Smithov wept at the sight of the cruel 
sport. He loved his sons. They did not 
deserve this. True, he had surprised a sly 
look on Davidov’s face the last time he had 
dozed during one of the generalissimo’s 
command telecasts, but he had always been 
careful not to give the boys reason for hope 
of reward from betraying him to the Moni- 
tors. He remembered his own paternal 
hatred — - 

A man with a bright orange band on his 
sleeve towered in the alley. “A hunting 
party, I see,” he remarked amiably. 



The children stopped their play and drew 
back to look at the man. 

“We caught two of ’em,” the leader said 
proudly. “Smithov’s brats." 

“Good hunting.” The Monitor scrutinized 
the young leader thoughtfully. “You’re Peter 
Brownovitch, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, comrade Monitor.” 

“Perhaps you can tell me why zombies 
are forced to wear the caps of red, white, 
and blue.” 

Peter drew himself proudly erect and de- 
claimed loudly, “Red, white, and blue were 
the colors of the capitalist warmongers of 
ancient America. They were traitors to 
humanity. Zombies — through their parents 
— are traitors to the State. It is fitting that 
the two be identified through their colors.” 
“Very good.” The Monitor scowled with 
sudden ferocity. “How’d you like to make 
this a real hunt, eh? A real Purge?” 
Several of the children stirred uneasily. 
Not the stocky twelve-year-old. “Gee,” 
he said eagerly, “could we do that?” 

“You can” — solemnly the Monitor drew 
his gun — “if you want to.” 

“Sure.” Peter grabbed the heavy gun in 
both hands, staring hungrily at the two 
whimpering zombies. “Which one?” he 
asked. 

The Monitor shrugged. “Perhaps the 
bigger one first.” 

“O.K.” Carefully he lifted the gun. 
Davidov cowered against the wall. “No,” 
he whined in unbelieving terror. “No — ” 
The boy pulled the trigger, and the 
hammer fell with an empty click. 

Davidov fainted. 

The Monitor laughed. 

“Aw, you fooled me,” Peter said 
accusingly. 

“A test,” the Monitor chuckled jovially. 
“Your Sovyouth leader will be interested to 
learn of your zeal, however.” He retrieved 
his gun and strolled away. 

The hunting party forgot its quarry in 
the excitement. 

“Gee, Peter, maybe you’ll be Patrol 
Master now, huh?” 

“You’d have really shot that zombie, 
wouldn’t you, huh, Peter?” 

“Sure he would. Peter ain’t scared — ” 
The group turned back to the broad street 
with the strutting leader in its midst. 

And Davidov and Johnovitch were left, 
huddled and whimpering with hurt, to sob 
their hopless hearts to the comfortless refuse 
of the alley. 
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“No,” Smithov screamed, “no . . . I’m 
not simplified — ■” 

He saw Maria. 

She was in their home, struggling with 
two men who wore the orange bands. The 
men dragged her from the house, laughing 
callously at the futility of her struggles. 

“No,” Smithov screamed. “No — ” 

The words issued thickly from his lips, 
and his body twitched convulsively on the 
hard bunk. He opened his eyes with a final 
effort, and staggered to his feet. He couldn’t 
let this happen to Maria and the boys . . . 
The Monitors didn’t understand. He wasn’t 
simplified. They couldn’t — 

Stupidly he stared about him. He was in 
a small cell of a room. The walls were 
whitewashed concrete, windowless; the door 
a steel plate. 

Where was he? How did he get into this 
place? An awful taste filled his mouth, and 
his thoughts were sodden and mushy. 

The wine. Roganin had doped the wine. 

He sank down on the cot and lowered 
his head to his hands. He had blundered 
again. The hour Lindow had given him had 
long since passed. Hour? Perhaps he had 
lain here drugged for many hours, even 
days. 

He raised his arm to look at his watch. 
It was gone. And these gray denim gar- 
ments — His clothes were gone. Everything 
was gone. 

Those dreams — they were all too pro- 
phetic. The expedition to the past was a 
failure, and the failure would be blamed on 
him. Already he was as good as dead. He 
shivered. Worse— 

He was as good as simple — simple — 
SIMPLE— 

Cursing and screaming at the unbearable 
thought, he launchd himself at the steel 
door. That incredible error in printing the 
filthy capitalist money. Because of that — 
because of Brittski — because of Lindow— 

SIMPLIFIED ! 

No! Throw it out, reject it. He wouldn’t 
go back in the chrontrac. He’d maroon him- 
self in the past and cheat that dirty intriguer 
Brittski. Four years yet before the Conquest 
turned America into a radioactive hell. 
Plenty of time to get a job, save enough 
money to take him to the safety of Argen- 
tina. He’d show them. There was a way out, 
a way to avoid — 

SIMPLIFI— 

When the door finally opened, his hands 
were raw and bleeding and his voice was 
a croaking hoarseness. 
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The guard pushed Smithov into the room. 
He saw Roganin and sneered even as his 
gaze passed on to the other man. This one 
with the dark hair and sharklike face was 
obviously in charge. 

Desperately Smithov leaped forward and 
clutched at the dark man’s lapels. 

“Lissen,” he croaked, “ya gotta lissen, see. 
Onna Bible I’ll tell ya de whole trut’, but I 
gotta get outa here, see? Ya gotta b’lieve 
me . . .” 

Roughly the guard seized him and jerked 
him away. 

Menkalik produced a handkerchief and 
scrubbed at the blood on his coat. “Why 
are his hands bleeding?” he demanded. 
“Have you tortured him?” 

“No, comrade,” the guard denied hastily. 
“He was beating upon the door of his cell 
as though crazed.” 

Menkalik smiled at Smithov sympatheti- 
cally. “Calm yourself,” he said gently, “so 
that we may discuss your difficulties.” 
Smithov tried to force discipline upon his 
shuddering mind. This was a chance, a 
chance — 

“What cha t’ink I been tryin’ a do wit 
dat joik, huh?” Indignantly he gestured at 
Roganin as words flooded from his lips. “I 
come t’de Embassy like a good l’il Party boy 
oughta, tryin’ a palaver with ’im, tryin’ a git 
help from ’im. I spill stuff to ’im ain’t 
nobody in dis time supposed to know even, 
tryin’ a put de clincher acrost, see? An’ 
what’s he do, huh? I ast ya, what’s he do? 
He slips me a mickey.” 

Menkalik turned to Roganin. “He speaks 
Russian, does he not?” 

“Much better than he does this gibberish.” 
“Comrade Smithov, you will please con- 
fine your remarks to Russian.” 

Sullenly Smithov nodded. Another dolt 
who understood no English. 
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“Now” — Mankalik laced his fingers 
together and rocked back in his chair — “as 
I understand the situation, you claim to 
have come from the twenty-second century 
with three companions of extraterrestrial 
origin. The success of your time traveling 
expedition is threatened because of a lack 
of present day money, and you have turned 
to us for help in remedying this lack. Is 
that correct?” 

“Eminently so.” 

Menkalik smiled suddenly. “I am inclined 
to believe your story. I think we will be able 
to furnish you the assistance you require.” 

Smithov’s square face flowed with relief. 
“You will have my undying gratitude, 
comrade.” 

“First, however, there are certain ques- 
tions^ — ” 

Smithov’s features resumed their somber 
cast. “As you say, comrade,” he muttered 
moodily. 

“You are familiar with the name, Vassilly 
Tonetsky?” 

“Yes.” 

“And the name, Victor Turner?” 

“They are one and the same man. As 
I explained to comrade Roganin, every 
schoolboy of my time knows of Tonetsky’s 
great work. He is considered the father of 
the Communist Conquest — ” 

Menkalik thrust a newspaper at Smithov. 
“Please examine this photograph and tell me 
if you are familiar with any of the persons 
depicted therein.” 

The caption beneath the picture read: 
“Mystery Man in Flight. The photo above 
shows the strange character dubbed ‘Harry’ 
by the emcee of a video show as he fled the 
scene of a sidewalk telecast after being 
attacked by a dog. The dog ripped the lower 
half of a rubberlike mask from ‘Harry’s’ 
face, causing a riot of minor proportions. 
Authorities are interested in locating the 
mysterious ‘Harry’ for questioning. Has 
anyone seen ‘Harry’?” 

Smithov cursed. “De doity double 
crosser,” he said, lapsing into English. 
“After I tol’ ’im t’stick in de hotel hideout, 
he goes an’ gits his mug plastered on de 
front page — ” 

“Do you recognize that man?” Menkalik 
asked impatiently. 

Smithov remembered his Russian. “Of a 
certainty. However, he is not a man. He is 
Mrat-See Hrasech, a nonhuman Merovian 
from Wolf II.” 

“He is one of those who accompanied 
you?” 
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“He is.” 

Menkalik leaned forward keenly. “When 
this creature fled after losing part of his 
mask, he placed his hand in his pocket as 
though grasping a weapon. Those in his 
immediate path appeared to stagger and 
fall. Can you explain that?” 

Smithov frowned. “A stun gun would 
cause the effect you describe. All of us were 
forbidden to bring artifacts which could not 
be produced by present day technology. 
However, it is possible that Mrat-See 
smuggled such a weapon in his luggage.” 

“This stun gun — it is a paralysis ray of 
some sort?” 

“Yes, in effect. The power of most such 
weapons can be regulated to produce a non- 
lethal charge.” 

“If this companion of yours did bring 
such a gun with him, can you procure it 
for us in return for our financial assis- 
tance?” 

Smithov hesitated. The Galactic Chrono- 
logical Commission would assuredly frown 
upon any such transaction. However, this 
was clearly an emergency — and the chron- 
jump license was in Lindow’s name. 

“Most assuredly, comrade,” he said. 

Menkalik nodded. “By any chance,” he 
asked casually, “do you recognize anyone 
else in the newspaper photograph?” 

Smithov studied the picture again “No 
comrade,” he stated firmly. 

The Russian’s eyes narrowed slightly. 
“That is all,” he said crisply. “You will 
cleanse yourself and dress in your own 
garments. The guard will assist you.” 

Smithov gathered his clothes and moved 
toward the door. 

“Oh, comrade,” Menkalik called, “one 
more question if you please: This currency 
you brought with you — why did you not 
simply scrape off the 1960 date with your 
penknife?” 

Smithov stared at him incredulously. “The 
penalty for tampering with currency is 
death, comrade. It would be foolish to take 
such a risk so long as other possibilities 
remained.” 

Menkalik laughed. “Perhaps there is such 
a penalty where you come from. But that is 
not the case here in the United States.” 

Smithov’s face was a mask of repressed 
fury and frustration. “You mean ir would 
have been safe to — ” 

“Exactly,” Menkalik said gently. 

Smithov’s fervent curses diminished as 
the door closed. 

“Roganin,” Menkalik said crisply, “you 



and Sergei will take this man to his hotel. 
I will arrange for a preliminary check of 
his companions by an American detective 
whose services I have employed before. This 
detective — whom you may call Green — will 
contact you in the lobby. To identify your- 
self, you will light a cigarette immediately 
after you enter, using three matches to do 
so. If Green’s report satisfies you as to the 
safety of the affair, you will take Smithov 
to his rooms. If his companions are as he 
has described them — and if he can produce 
this stun gun — you will give him five thou- 
sand American dollars for the weapon.” 

“But surely, comrade, you do not believe 
this fantastic tale — ” 

“Let me say that I do not disbelieve it 
in its entirety. First, there is this Mrat-See. 
I witnessed his appearance on video. He is 
definitely nonhuman. Not a freak, mind 
you. Nonhuman.” 

Involuntarily Roganin shivered. “And — ?” 

“The photograph in the paper,” Mankalik 
continued slowly. “Here” — his finger 
pointed — “that man in the path of this 
creature — that is Vassilly Tonetsky.” 

Roganin caught his breath sharply. 

“There is more here than meets the eye, 
Roganin. Tread as though on eggs.” 

Thankfully Mrat-See staggered into the 
hotel suite, panting and disheveled. He closed 
the door and wearily leaned against it. 

“You are back,” Hingolyin pronounced 
pointifically. 

The Vegan was ensconced on the sofa 
swaddled in pink blankets. Scattered about 
him were bright brochures touting the plea- 
sures of such exotic places as Florida, 
California, Alberta and Sonora. In his hand 
was a brown bottle with a garish yellow 
label, and on the floor within easy reach an 
open cardboard carton contained rows of 
similar bottles. 

“You on de delefision I zaw,” the big 
man remarked slyly. “A most remarkable 
berformance.” 

Mrat-See hissed deprecatingly. He 
shucked his sodden garments, found his 
brush and cleansing mitten, and devoted his 
attention to his pelt. A booming purr of 
contentment began to well from his chest. 

Hingolyin sipped from the brown bottle 
and smacked his lips. “A drying exberience 
you half had, my poy,” he said in a fatherly, 
condescending tone. He extracted a fresh 
bottle from the carton and waved it at 
Mrat-See invitingly. “Here, dry dis. Nerfous 
disorders to allefiate guarandeed, and your 
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nerfs shot must be.” He chuckled. “Eager 
beafer.” 

Mrat-See accepted the bottle uncorked 
if, and sniffed gingerly. The odor was pun- 
gent and bitter. His muzzle twitched dis- 
tastefully. 

“What is it?” 

“Cadahol,” Hingolyin replied com- 
placently. 

Mrat-See had learned that much from the 
yellow label. “Yes, but what does it do?” 
“It does eferyt’ing,” Hingolyin said 
simply. “It iss de magic remedy.” He 
beamed upon the Merovian. “Vhen in de 
game as long as I haff been you are, de 
dricks of de drade you vill learn. How de 
spas by broxy to cover” — he waved at the 
gaudy brochures — “how de liddle on-de-side 
gold mines to find. Dese gold mines, some- 
dimes stamps dey vill ve — to buy and a 
hundred years lader to sell; somedimes 
goins, or de various dreasures of forgodden 
handicrafs. But alvays de gold vill be dere.” 
Dramatically he raised the brown bottle 
aloft. “Here, de gold mine iss Cadahol.” 
“Sst?” Mrat-See commented politely, un- 
convinced that the bitter brown liquid re- 
sembled a gold mine. 

“Drink some,” Hingolyin said impatiently. 
“A good gulp for your nerfs.” 

Mrat-See obeyed somewhat reluctantly. 
To his palate it was brackish, but its path 
down his throat was warm; and from the 
spot in his innards where it settled there 
issued a soothing, beneficient deliciousness 
of drowse and well-being. His deep purr 
rumbled in the room. 

Hingolyin smiled. “You see?” 

“Sst. Where did you procure sis elixir?” 
“Vrom de drugstore. Dey are all of 
Cadahol full. A gold mine on efery comer. 
Dat Lindow is a shrewd vun.” 

Guiltly Mrat-See came alert. He had for- 
gotten his report on the Capellan. “Lindow? 
He has returned?” 

“He hass nodt returned, no. But alvays 
a vay to make money, dey find, dese 
entrepreneurs.” With a flourish Hingolyin 
whipped a slip of paper from the folds of 
his blanket. “Read dis, my poy.” 

Mrat-See did so. It was a newspaper clip- 
ping headlined : : 

NEGLIGENT SCIENTISTS 
MUST SEARCH 

THEIR CONSCIENCES 

Yorkgrad, May 7, 2125 — (SP). Negligent 
scientists of the Soviet must search their con- 
sciences for allowing the formula for an ancient 
capitalist nostrum of amazing curative power 



to remain undiscovered, comrade S. M. Jone- 
sky of the Commissariat of the Interior told a 
gathering of pharmacologists here today. If 
such dereliction of duty persists, he emphasized, 
it might result in drastic revisions in worthy 
appraisal evaluations by official circles when 
the names of certain scientists next appear on 
the Secret Purge List. 

In the present age of enlightenment and 
culture bestowed upon us by our benevolent 
Government, comrade Jonesky continued, it 
is nevertheless proper for us to remind our- 
selves of the fact that all of the knowledge of 
the past is not yet ours. Many records were 
destroyed during the fiery purification of the 
Conquest, both in America and in Mother 
Russia. In most cases, this lost knowledge has 
been obsoleted by our striding technilogical 
advance. 

However, information has recently come to 
light concerning a medicine of the Twentieth 
Century possessed of healing properties far 
beyond the scope of our remedies of today. 
Strangely enough, this wonderful potion seems 
to have been discovered by the decadent 
scientists of capitalist America— doubtless as 
the result of a fortuitous accident. This lost 
formula apparently possessed the astounding 
ability to cure rheumatism, arthritis, muscular 
aches and pains, nervousness, upset stomach, 
heartburn, constipation, headaches, chills and 
fever, vitamin deficiency, and a host of other 
conditions too numerous to elaborate upon 
here. 

The marvelous properties of this elixir, called 
Cadahol by the Americans, are profusely 
attested and subscribed to by numerous testi- 
monials recently unearthed in archaeological 
diggings. 

Comrade Jonesky admonished . . . 

Mrat-See decided that the rest of it was 
unimportant. Thoughfully he raised the 
brown bottle to his lips and let a generous 
potion of lost formula gurgle down his 
gullet. It did seem to lift some of the weari- 
ness from his bones. 

Hingolyin plucked the clipping from his 
fingers and whisked it back beneath the 
blanket. “Dat Lindow,” he remarked in 
awe. “At one fell zwoop hiss fortune he 
recoups.” 

The little pool of Cadahol within Mrat- 
See radiated rays of well-being. “Lindow 
gave you'se clipping?” 

Hingolyin coughed. “My stomach,” he 
said deprecatingiy, “a zlight ache. Alvays 
on alien blanets digestion difficuldies I haff. 
So for Barzol I vass looking — ” His thick 
lips twisted ingratiatingly. “Among Lin- 
dow’s t’ings dis clipping I found.” 

“Zzt.” Mrat-See tilted his bottle. 

“How did you de beast exgape?” 

“Sst?” 

“De beast on de delefision.” 

“I fled to a room of warm running waser 
and prepared my exsra flesh mask. I was 
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discovered sere by a human suffering from 
a disease of partial paralysis. When I reali- 
zed sat se creature did not insend to molest 
me, I was sorry for it. It was under se 
illusion sat I was a human wounded in 
one of seir wars, and it wished to imbibe wis 
me because of sat fact. Sere is some local 
superstition, no doubt, concerning se medici- 
nal benefits of such a ritual. Of course, I 
realized se fusilisy in any such mummery 
so far as alleviasing se poor man’s condition 
was concerned, and I did not feel it wise to 
linger in any case. When he deparsed, I 
escaped srough se window.” 

“You are learning, my poy, you are learn- 
ing,” Hingolyin approved benevolently. 
“Soon an old hand at de pitfalls of de 
game you vill be.” He uncorked a fresh 
bottle. “My luffly liddle gold mine,” he 
crooned affectionately. 

Mrat-See finished his own bottle and 
purred in appreciation. There could be no 
question of the wonderful properties of this 
elixir. Still, he wondered vaguely, how could 
it be converted into the fortune Hingolyin 
had mentioned? 

But that was of no matter. Blithely he dis- 
missed the question. It was so nice to lie 
here and enjoy the new found clarity of his 
brain — so like one of the beautiful, flawless 
crystals of the moon of Merow. Thought 
was so lucid, so rapid, so much ahead of 
his sluggish muscles — He commanded his 
hand to rise and scratch his muzzle, and 
hissed with uncontrollable mirth when it 
encountered his ear instead. 

Dimly he heard Hingolyin chuckling to 
himself. “Cadahal to de Communists ve vill 
import,” the big man was saying. “Lindow 
und Hingolyin — Bartners — Medicine men—” 

Mrat-See nestled closer to Sath-San, 
preening her silky pelt and purring his 
proud love. This was their first night since 
uniting their vows, and Sath-San was be- 
fittingly shy. But the promise in her shyness 
was a pounding in his blood, and the silver 
moon was shining upon them with blessing. 
The moon was growing brighter and 
brighter — 

Too bright. 

Mrat-See blinked protestingly. The moon 
was gone, and a great white light in the 
ceiling had taken its place. Grumbling he 
turned over and closed his eyes, trying to 
recapture the dream. 

A rough human voice penetrated his 
dozy thoughts. 

“Rocky, looka that thing. Like a bear or 
somethin’.” 



“Somebody’s pet maybe.” 

“That thing a pet? Nuts.” 

Forget it. We got a job to do. Where’s 
that Linder guy got to?” 

“So help me, Rocky, that thing’s got two 
heads — annudder one in its lap. A man’s 
head.” 

What could they be talking about? Mrat- 
See wondered. What could an animal with 
two heads be doing here? 

Blearily he sat and said, “Sst?” 

One of the humans turned hastily toward 
the door. “I’m gettin’ outa here,” he 
screeched. 

The other man caught him by an arm. 
“Take it easy. Dippy. This guy Linder's 
payin’ Big Moe real sugar for this job we’re 
goin’ to do for ’im, an’ Moe ain’t gonna 
like it if we don’t deliver.” 

Dippy cast a fearful glance at Mrat-See. 
“Rocky, that thing hissed at me — like a 
tiger or somethin’.” 

Was it possible that these creatures were 
referring to him? Mrat-See asked himself. 
His head seemed to be circling above his 
shoulders with an independent motion of its 
own, and his former clarity of thought was 
hoplessly muddied. In fact, it hurt him to 
think at all. He placed his hands on his head 
to hold it still. 

Lindow came in. His glance took in Mrat- 
See, the gently snoring Hingolyin, and the 
empty bottles on the floor. Grinning, he 
uncorked one of the bottles from the 
diminished carton and held it to Mrat-See’s 
lips. 

Gratefully the Merovian swallowed, purr- 
ing his thanks. That was what he needed, 
the salubrious lost formula. He felt the 
wonderful, warm detachment begin to re- 
turn. His thoughts grew crystalline. 

Lindow removed his arm from Mrat- 
See’s shoulders. Promptly he toppled to the 
floor and curled into a happily purring ball. 

“Say,” Rocky demanded suspiciously, 
“are these two things drunk?” 

Lindow chuckled. “Slightly lubricated. 
Cadahol’s ten per cent alcohol base is too 
much for their metabolism.” 

“Whadda ya know. You hear that, 
Dippy? Them things is loopy off patent 
medicine.” Rocky laughed hoarsely. “Softies, 
Dippy. Just softies.” 

“Yeah?” Dippy replied dubiously. 

“All right,” Lindow said briskly, “let’s get 
on with it.” 

Mrat-See felt himself lifted. He wanted 
to protest, but before he could rouse himself 
to do so the softness of a bed was beneath 
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him. A moment later the harsh light was 
gone, and it was so nice to let himself sink 
into the downy, dark clouds. 

Soon Sath-San was beside him once more, 
and her shyness was vanishing. 

Smithov watched the acres of government 
marble flow past the black limousine. Here 
were the squat hives daily filled by the 
swarming drones, here the honey filched 
from the citizens. Here bureaucracy spraw- 
led cozily astride the nation’s neck like the 
Old Man of the Sea. Nostalgia was a wistful 
breath on his brain. It was almost like home. 

He was glad they had come to Washing- 
ton rather than, say, New York — or Detroit. 
He had seen films of those two capitalist 
monstrosities before the blazing bombs of 
the Conquest had shattered their proud steel 
and granite, and those pictures had frigh- 
tened him a bit. How awful it must be to 
be forced to dwell among the soaring towers 
of Manhattan or the remorseless assembly 
lines of the automotive center, to scurry 
about like an ant lost among millions of 
other ants. How terrifying to slave seventy- 
five hours a week for wages when the prices 
of the commodities purchasable with those 
wages fluctuated wildly at the merest whim 
of the Masters of Wall Street, to have your 
security and very existence lie at the tender 
mercies of labor bosses and bankers. How 
unsettling not to have your job and your 
life planned for you by the State. 

Of course, the Americans had been mak- 
ing progress toward security in the years 
prior to the Conquest. Perhaps, had they 
not been defeated. 

But no. 

Had — horrible thought — the Russian Re- 
volution of ’57 been successful, Terrans 
would probably have reverted to their former 
reactionary ways of individual liberty and 
free enterprise. 

It was rather reassuring to know that the 
Conquest had succeeded. There was such a 
morass of insecurity implicit in the very 
doctrine of freedom of thought — so dizzying 
and unpredictable. Not at all like Com- 
munism. 

Communism was rooted and sure, sturdy 
as a spreading oak. Dependale, And some 
day that oak would scatter its acorns to the 
stars. Even here, in the dark ages, it was 
extending a helping branch to him. Be- 
latedly, perhaps — resentfully Smithov 
glanced at Roganin’s immobile profile — but 
better late than never. 

He felt a fresh surge of chagrin at his 



own failure to realize the solution to the 
money problem suggested by Menkalik. So 
simple to scrape off the offending date — 
But he had been so sure the bank box 
would provide. And when it failed to do so, 
what more natural than to seek the nearest 
source of authority for aid and guidance? 
How was he to know the laws of this 
barbarous era? 

However, things were working out at 
last. When he got the money from the 
Russians, he would escort Lindow, Mrat- 
See, and Hingolyin on a night tour of the 
city. It would be better for the aliens to be 
abroad at night in any event; there would be 
less danger of detection. And he could claim 
that he had planned it that way. 

The horrible dreams which had tormented 
him in the concrete cell were far away and 
unreal — 

Roganin paused in the lobby to go 
through the business of the three matches. 
An ordinary appearing man stopped nearby 
to light a cigar. 

“I’m Green,” the man said. 

Roganin nodded. 

“Four of ’em checked in at 10:17 this 
morning,” Green continued in a soft mono- 
tone. “Suite — two doubles, sitting room. 
Bari Lindow, Capella, Alabama, six two, 
one ninety, blond, halfback type. Henry 
Golden, Brooklyn, five eight, two eighty — 
maybe three hundred — blubber boy. Murat 
C. Harstick, New York, five six, one twenty, 
talks like a Jap. Ivan Smith, New York — ” 

“That one is with me,” Roganin inter- 
rupted. 

“All of ’em been out off and on. Haven’t 
had time to find out where. Not much 
luggage. They’re upstairs now — all except 
Smith. You got an angle you want me to 
work?” 

“These men, do they seem — ” Roganin 
paused uncertainly. 

“Yeah?” 

“Do they seem human?” the Russian 
blurted. 

Green snorted. “You think they run a 
zoo here?” 

“That is all,” Roganin grated in exaspera- 
tion. Beckoning imperatively to Sergei and 
Smithov, he strode toward the elevators. 

Smithov burst into the room without 
knocking, closely followed by the Russians. 
Lindow and two men were sitting at a 
table with a deck of cards and a bottle of 
whisky. 

“Bari,” Smithov said excitedly, “dese guys 
with me are gonna angel us, dey’re gonna — ” 
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“Hello, Ivan,” Lindow drawled. “Did you 
work out the details of your deal?” 

“Sure, everyt’ing’s jake, jus’ like 1 said. 
Dese guys— ” 

Lindow rose and bent in a courtly bcw. 
“Allow me to introduce myself,” he said 
sonorously. “I am Bari Lindow. Any friend 
of Ivan’s is a friend of mine.” His eyes 
swept the Russians with courteous ex- 
pectancy. 

“Yeah, sure,” Smithov said hurriedly. 
“Dis is Mr. Roganin an’ Mr. . . . uh . . . 
Sergei.” 

“A pleasure, gentlemen,” Lindow intoned. 
Sergei’s face remained blank and his hand 
stayed in his coat pocket. Roganin nodded 
coldly. 

“Mr. Roganin’s gonna give us dough, 
Bari. We—” 

“You are forgetting one detail,” Roganin 
said harshly. “The gun—” 

“Yeah. Mrat-See musta smuggled in a 
stun gun, Bari, an’ dese guys are gonna 
buy it off us. Sav, where is da boid anyway? 
I—” 

“You say Murat has a gun?” Lindow 
frowned and turned to the small man sitting 
at the table. “Do you have a gun, Murat?” 
The small man remained blissfully un- 
aware until he felt a sharp pain in his shin. 

“He’s talkin’ to you, Dippy,” his large 
companion growled. 

The small man came awake. “Huh — Do 
I have a gat? Naw. A sap’s good enough 
fer me.” 

“He says he has no gun,” Lindow inter- 
preted grandly. 

“Say,” Smithov demanded incredulously, 
“what kinda runaroun is dis? Day guy ain’t 
Mrat-See. Who are dese boids anyhow?” 
Politely Lindow laughed. “You will have 
your little joke, Ivan.” 

“Ha ha,” the large man boomed. “Ivan’s 
a card, ain’t he?” 

“Surely,” Lindow continued, “you remem- 
ber Henry Golden and Murat C. Harstick, 
Ivan. And these gentlemen — Mr. Roganin 
and Mr. Sergei, I believe? Yes. This is Mr. 
Golden — and Mr. Harstick.” 

The large man, introduced as Golden, 
rose and bowed. “Any frien’ o’ Ivan’s is a 
frien’ o’ mine,” he said loudly. 

The small man nodded. “Likewise.” 
Roganin frowned. Sergei kept his pocket 
pointed at Smithov. 

“What sorta shenaggins is dis?” Smithov 
shouted. “I never seen dese guys before. 
Where’s Hingolyia an’ Mrat-See?” 

Sadly Lindow smiled at Roganin. “Some- 



times Ivan forgets. Ivan” — he addressed 
Smithov as he might a backward child — 
“you remember coming to the hotel with us 
this morning, don’t you? You remember 
leaving to see about this deal you said you 
had with the — ” Lindow paused delicately. 
“Well, I suppose there’s really no harm in 
mentioning the F.B.I. among friends, is 
there, Ivan?” 

Roganin nodded to Sergei significantly. 

“I don’ know nothin’ about no F.B.I.,” 
Ivan denied hotly. “What’re ya tryin’ a do? 
Who are dese apes ya got — ” 

The large man shook his head. “Ivan puts 
acrost a deal with the guv’ment, then he 
don’t know his old friends,” he said 
lugubriously. 

“Yeah,” the small man agreed. 

“Ya gotta unnerstan’, Bari,” Smithov 
pleaded. “Dis ain’t no time fer ribbin’. 
Roganin’s gonna gimme alia dough we 
need — 

“Money, Ivan? You need money? Why 
didn’t you say so?” Lindow produced a 
bulging wallet and sheafed out five cen- 
turies. “Will this be enough? I can spare 
more — ” 

“No,” Smithov screamed, “it ain’t so. 
What’s going on aroun’ here? Where’d ja 
git dat dough? I — ” 

Sergei’s gun prodded his ribs. 

“He’s sore cause I didn’ git back oilier 
wit de dough,” Smithov protested. “He 
t’inks dis is a gag or somethin’^ — ” 

“Ain’t Ivan a card?” the large man 
inquired. 

“Yeah,” the small one agreed. “Don’t 
know his ol’ friends now he’s woikin’ fer 
the guv’ment.” 

“Dey’re all nuts,” Smithov shouted 
desperately. “Dis boid” — frantically he 
pointed at Lindow — “has got blue skin. 
Dat’ll prove what I been sayin’. He’s wearin’ 
makeup like what dolls use, but unnerneat’ 
he’s blue. Rub ’im wit a wet rag — ” 

“The blue blood of the South may flow 
in mah veins, suh,” Lindow declaimed 
haughtily, “but I assure you all that it has 
not affected the color of mah complexion.” 

“Please pardon our intrusion, gentlemen,” 
Roganin said hastily, grasping Smithov’s 
arm and pulling him toward the door. 

“I ain’t goin’ nowheres wit you guys,” 
Smithov yelled. “You tol’ me yerself dat I 
could scrape de date off an’ use — ” 

Sergei’s hand rose and fell. Expertly the 
Russians caught Smithov between them and 
pulled him into the corridor. 

“So long, Ivan,” Lindow called. 
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Smithov couldn’t answer. Dimly he reali- 
zed that he was being carried into an 
elevator. His head buzzed and he wanted to 
lie down, but the two men holding him by 
the arms wouldn’t let him. The elevator 
stopped, and automatically he staggered 
forward, half carried by the Russians. 

He couldn’t think. There was something — 

Danger. He didn’t want to go with these 
men. He had to explain to Lindow about 
the money. He needed help. Call — 

Drooling, gasping sounds whispered from 
his lips. Ahead a black car loomed, with 
its door gaping for him — 

“Help,” he screamed. The word was a 
tocsin tolling in a soundproof room, and 
only a mumbling fell from his mouth. 

The door of the black car slammed 
behind him, and darkness drew its velvet 
curtain. 

Mrat-See was thoroughly miserable. His 
head pulsed like a misplaced heart, and the 
hideously bright glare of Sol beating into 
the bare Fifteenth Street apartment was 
torture to his sensitive optics. Sweat from 
his abused body sopped his abominable 
human garments, his limbs trembled, and he 
could not think. 

Venomously he glared at Lindow. The 
Capellan was leaning nonchalantly against 
the wall reading a newspaper. Why couldn’t 
he have let them sleep a few moments 
longer instead of rushing them here before 
the chrontrac had even arrived? There was 
no hurry. They would have to wait for 
Smithov in any event. Vaguely he wondered 
what had happened to the Communist — 

Hingolyin smacked his lips loudly, and 
Mrat-See shuddered. The Vegan was sitting 
on a case of Cadahol, blissfully sipping. The 
collar of his great coat was tightly buttoned 
about his neck, and its pockets were bulging 
with brown bottles and bright brochures. 

Invitingly the big one extended the bottle 
in his hand. “Haff some, my poy,” he 
offered happily. 

Quickly Mrat-See turned away, stifling a 
retching surge in his midriff. If the Com- 
munists allowed that stuff to be imported to 
their era, they were more stupid than he had 
believed them to be. As far as he himself was 
concerned, the lost formula should stay lost. 

Lindow consulted his wrist watch, and 
as though the action were a signal, the 
chrontrac appeared in misty outline in the 
center of the room. Swiftly its shining bulk 
grew in solidity. 

“All aboard,” Lindow called briskly. 



Smiling contentedly, Hingolyin portered 
his liquid cargo through the hatch. 

Mrat-See clawed at his flesh mask 
anxiously. “But Smithov,” he protested. 
“Surely we are not going to leave — ■” 
“Ivan?” Lindow smiled quizzically. “Do 
you know where to find him?” 

“No, but — ” 

“Maybe the bad old capitalist world was 
too much for him, eh?” The Capellan 
chuckled ironically. “I don’t think we need 
worry about Ivan. He’ll be taken care of.” 
It would be nice to get into the chrontrac, 
Mrat-See thought, and rid himself of these 
wretched clothes. Still — 

“Se officials of se Soviet will not like sis,” 
he warned gravely. 

Lindow laughed. “The chrontrac won’t 
wait. It leaves at 9:10 sharp.” 

Mrat-See did not like the tone of the 
Capellan’s laughter. There was chill steel 
in it, and an inexorable quality of zestfully 
outre justice. A horrible suspicion struck 
him. Those graphs — the “service charges” — 
“By the way,” Lindow said casually, “the 
bank should be pleased with the results of 
our trip.” 

“Se bank?” Mrat-See’s throbbing head 
made concentration difficult. 

“Um hmm. And I don’t think they’d 
object if your report were a little vague in 
spots — about Big Moe, say. They might not 
like it if something got out about an agent 
of theirs smuggling a stun gun into a for- 
bidden era.” 

“Sst — ” The Merovian’s slight shoulders 
slumped. Lindow knew. 

“And CapSol might be willing to pay a 
bonus for . . . let us say, discretion.” The 
Capellan grinned suddenly. “A bonus large 
enough for a smart young fellow to post 
as filial surety.” 

Mrat-See’s conscience stirred uneasily. 
This smacked of bribery. He would not be 
discharging his duty to the bank if his 
report did not include — 

But wait. What w'a.s this about CapSol 
paying bonuses? He glanced at the Capel- 
lan, and his suspicions about the graphs 
and service charges were verified. The 
entrepreneur had found a way, and he no 
longer doubted that CapSol could pay 
bonuses — fat bonuses. 

And what did he really know? Nothing 
that he could prove. Lindow could place 
the blame on Smithov’s bungling, and there 
would be only unverified suspicions to con- 
tradict him. And could not suspicions un- 
backed by proof often be misleading? It 
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would be remiss for Ms report to mislead — 
In any event, it was too late to do anytMng. 
TMs way everything would work out nicely 
for everyone. Everyone, that is, except — 
“TMs particular date — or rather the pro- 
bability sequential line surrounding our 
visit — will be sealed off, of course,” Lindow 
said softly. 

Yes, Mrat-See thought, that would have 
to be done. Naturally. So there could be no 
proof — And he could not really help 
Smithov anyway. 

His shoulders straightened. “Zzt,” he told 
the Capellan solemnly. 

“Good boy.” Lindow clapped his shoulder 
approvingly. “All aboard, then.” 

Mrat-See followed the Capellan to the 
chrontrac, shedding the miserable human 
garments as he went. His conscience was 
snugly curled, and his thoughts of home 
and Sath-San were rosy. 

Menkalik thrust the newspaper at Smithov 
viciously. “Read tMs,” he Mssed. 

Dully Smithov took the paper. He was 
back in the whitewashed cell. His head 
ached abominably, and he knew it was too 
late for him to reach the Fifteenth Street 
apartment before the chrontrac left. He was 
marooned. 

“I tell you,” Rogarnn whined, “there was 
no way for me to know. The ones I saw 
were unquestionably human, not at all like 
the creatures he described. They had no gun, 
and when they mentioned the F.B.I.— ” 
“Fool,” Menkalik snarled. “It was those 
three you saw in the hotel. They did tMs.” 
“But I — ” 

“It is too late now to remedy the disaster 
which has occurred. But those responsible 
shall suffer. That I promise.” 

Roganin shivered. 

“And tMs one” — Menkalik jerked his 
head toward Smithov — “knows, much more 
than he has told. But I shall get it out of 
Mm.” 

“Perhaps the entire farce was conceived 
by their F.B.I.— ” 

“Nonsense. They know no more of this 
than we. But they now are informed of 
what we were attempting, and that weakling 
Farrar will talk. Many of our valuable con- 
tacts in high places will be exposed — 
months, years of work will be lost.” 
Smithov wondered what they were talking 
about. The Communists of tMs era were 
completely incomprehensible, blowing hot 
and cold almost in the same breath. Without 
interest he glanced at the newspaper Men- 



kalik had given him. The item was of local 
origin. 

Two men, Victor Turner and F. X. Farrar, 
were arrested in a local bar last night for at- 
tempting to pass counterfeit currency. Early 
reports indicated that three other men, also 
in the bar at the time, are wanted for ques- 
tioning. Descriptions of these three are as 
follows: one is tall and athletically built; one 
short and slight; the other chubby. No further 
details were available. 

“Turner — but dat’s Tonetsky,” Smithov 
said stupidly. “He got de plans for de 
engine an’ de space station from Farrar. 
He wasn’t arrested. He couldn’t be arrested.” 
“Take my word for it,” Menkalik rasped, 
“Tonetsky was arrested — for attempting to 
pass some of your 1960 bills. And in his 
possession at the time were the plans he 
had just received from Farrar.” 

“But dat’s all wrong. History couldn’t be 
screwed up like dat — 

“What do you know of this, Smithov? 
You were a part of this conspiracy to trap 
Tonetsky, weren’t you? You will tell me.” 
“No, I didn’.” Smithov paused. “Dis 
means — ” He squeezed his head in Ms 
hands. It meant that history as he knew it 
was no longer valid. 

“Dat double-crosser,” he shouted. “He 
wasn’ playin’ fer no two-bit time tourist 
trade. He was shootin’ for de jackpot.” 
“Who?” 

“Lindow, dat capitalist intriguer.” 
Smithov’s brain raced desperately over the 
facts. Lindow was an entrepreneur, one who 
took risks for the hope of gain. If Tonetsky 
did not succeed in stealing the plans, there 
would be no Communist Conquest. If there 
were no Conquest, Terra would be a world 
of free enterprise. And on such a world, in 
poverty or plenty, in peace or war, an 
entrepreneur could make a profit. 

The hands of the clock touched 9 : 10, and 
a wrenching shudder wracked Smithov’s 
body. He felt that he was sliding on a side- 
wise chute, splitting away from reality. 
Things began to grow misty about him, but 
vaguely he could see through the murk 
ahead. He saw the dead end of Ms desti- 
nation, and he opened his mouth to scream. 

Rogarnn and Menkalik heard the scream 
as a ghostly whisper in the wMtewashed 
cell: “Maria — Davidov— lohnovitch — ” The 
words seemed to be a prayer for a world 
which once had been and now was not, and 
with their utterance Smithov vanished. 

The Russians glanced at each other in 
bewildered terror, then turned to flee— 
toward their own dead end. 



FRONTIER OF THE DARK. 

By A. BERTRAM CHANDLER 

An experiment: this is a science-fiction fantasy — yet whether such things might 
be valid for humans or not— they’d make peculiarly dangerous alien enemies! 



F ALSEN had never liked cats, and cats 
had never liked him. That was one of 
the reasons why Captain Canning, master 
of the interstellar ship Etruria, had ordered 
that his second pilot be marooned on 
Antares VI, an inhospitable planet barely 
capable of supporting human life and 
deemed by the Federation not worthy of the 
time, trouble and expense of any coloniza- 
tion project. At that, Falsen was lucky that 
the mutual hostility between himself and the 
feline species brought only marooning as its 
consequence. - Others like himself had been 
tossed out of air locks without spacesuits, 
had been carefully shot with specially manu- 
factured bullets, had, in fact, been purged 
from the body politic by many and divers 
methods more interesting than pleasant. 
But Falsen had once saved Canning’s life 
at considerable risk to his own — on the 
occasion when the bloody-minded Coralians 
overran and all but annihilated the trading 
post on their planet — and, as Canning re- 
marked to his superior officers, there are 
limits, you know . . . And, Canning had 
added, he couldn’t be certain — 

So, at the appointed time, the whine 
of the Mannschen Drive generators had 
sagged from the supersonic to the subsonic 
and Etruria, navigating once more in normal 
spacetime, had made a gingerly approach 
to the sixth planet of the ruddy sun, had 
thrown herself into an orbit around this 
planet. Number Three boat had been 
readied, and to the boat Falsen, under 
heavy escort, was taken. Fie could have 
broken free even then, he could have slipped 
out of the manacles around his wrists with 
ease. But there were too many of the crew 
to see him off, and Wilbraham, the com- 
mander, was carrying a heavy, old-fashioned 
automatic pistol, an outmoded blunderbuss 
of a thing that fired, as Falsen well knew, 
slugs of metal rather than bolts of energy. 
So he went into the boat, which was to be 
piloted by Kent, his junior, and Wilbraham, 
still carrying his weapon, came too, and 
Minnie, the ship’s cat, spat one last male- 
diction at him before the air lock doors 
closed. 

They set him down on a spongy plain 



that was more than half swamp, with the 
last of the daylight almost gone and a thin, 
persistent rain drifting down from the over- 
cast sky. Falsen shivered as they pushed 
him towards the air lock door. “You might,” 
he protested, “have let me bring some stores, 
some heavy weather gear — ” 

“ You won’t need ’em,” Wilbraham toid 
him. “You’re lucky,” he gestured with his 
pistol, “that I didn’t use this If I thought 
that you had the ghost of a chance, 1 
would.” 

“You could, you know, sir,” volunteered 
Kent. “Shot while attempting to escape — ” 

“Escape?” asked Wilbraham. “To what? 
He’s welcome to all that he finds here. 
Although I still think that the Old Man was 
too soft-hearted. Out, Falsen. And” — this 
last in tones of great irony — “good 
hunting ! ” 

So it was that Falsen stood ankle deep 
in mud and, with upraised fists, cursed 
Etruria, cursed the boat that had brought 
him here to this dismal world. The fast 
fading flare of the lifeboat’s jets was re- 
flected from his eyes, made them glow like 
those of some wild animal. And then there 
was only the darkness and the falling rain, 
and the solitary figure clad in low shoes, in 
shirt and shorts, dressed not for pioneering 
but for the control room of the interstellar 
liner from which he was forever barred. 

Cursing, Falsen soon realized, would get 
him nowhere. With one hand he brushed his 
wet, pale blond hair away from his eyes, j 
then his stocky figure stiffened as he sur- 
veyed his surroundings. The rain was not 
heavy enough to impair visibility, although 
heavy enough to soak and chill. Enough 
light still remained, once the castaway’s 
eyes had become accustomed to the dark- 
ness following the flare of the lifeboat’s 
departure, for him to make out the horizon 
— a dim, deeper blackness against the black- 
ness of the overcast sky. Featureless was 
this line of demarcation, level, unbroken by 
tree, hill or building, so straight that for 
one panic-stricken moment Falsen thought 
that he had been set down upon some tiny 
islet in the midst of a great, calm sea. 
Fighting down his fears he tried to remem- 
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ber all that he had ever read, in Pilot Books 
and Astrogating Directions, of Antares and 
its worlds. He remembered vaguely that this 
planet’s equatorial zone was encircled by a 
broad belt of almost level plain and swamp- 
land; that it was only in the equatorial zone 
that temperatures were endurable by Terran 
standards. 

Once again he turned in a slow circle, 
eyes, ears and nose alert for any indication 
of life — of life, and warmth, and food. He 
heard nothing but the steady susurrus of 
the rain, smelt nothing but dampness and 
vegetable decay and — And — surely, he 
decided, that was smoke, wood smoke, an 
elusive fragrance that did no more than 
hint at the presence of some kind of intelli- 
gent life. He shook himself then, and 
purposively started to trudge in the direc- 
tion from which he judged the faint odor 
had come. The mud slopped over the tops 
of his shoes, making his feet even colder, his 
saturated clothing clung clammily to his 
body yet, as the exercise warmed him, with 
a certain moist heat of its own. One hand, 
as he walked, explored, not for the first 
time, the pitifully inadequate contents of 
his pockets — a combination tool that com- 
bined pocketknife with screwdriver, tiny 
adjustable spanner, corkscrew and bottle 
opener, a pocket lighter, a sodden pack 
of cigarettes. Whatever he might find at the 
end of his walk he was armed, after a 
fashion. He had a cutting tool or weapon, 
and he had fire. He had, too, his own 
physical strength and the ability to look 
after himself in unarmed combat. 

Stronger grew the smoke odor, and 
stronger, and with it another smell, not 
unpleasant — a smell that in other circum- 
stances would have promised more than the 
warmth and dryness to which he looked 
forward now with increasing certainty — 
yet, paradoxically, a smell that destroyed 
his hopes of food. He could see something 
ahead now — a hill that humped its not 
inconsiderable bulk well above the feature- 
less horizon, halfway up whose denser 
blackness flickered a ruddy circle of dim 
light, the entrance, he decided, of a cave — 
a cave in which dwelt somebody who, in 
all probability, was a castaway like himself, 
somebody with the same needs and desires 
— or, he amended, similar needs and desires. 
For he was, by this time, reasonably certain 
that his co-ruler of this barren world was 
a woman. 

He walked cautiously now, treading care- 
fully to avoid snapping the twigs and 



branches of the low shrubs that covered the 
relatively dry slopes of the hill. The other, 
whoever she was, might be armed. And, 
armed or not, too sudden an awakening 
from her sleep might make her — vicious. 
Cautiously he climbed the hill, carefully — 
yet with a mounting excitement in his veins. 
It was only now, at this moment, that he 
fully realized how lonely he had been. 
Appreciatively he savored the fragrance of 
the fire, of those other scents that most 
men would never have noticed, especially at 
this distance. At last he was at the cave 
mouth, was peering inside. 

The fire burned low, casting a dull, 
crimson radiance over the clean sand floor, 
over the pile of twigs and small branches 
a little to one side of it, over the neatly 
folded clothing and the huddle of blankets. 
Walking slowly and softly, scarcely breath- 
ing, Falsen entered the cave and, skirting 
the fire, made his silent way to the little 
heap of clothes. 

Curiously, he picked up the garments 
one by one. They were a woman’s, as he 
had known, and they bore, as he was now 
discovering, insignia similar to those on his 
own uniform. This person had been, as he 
had been, in the employ of Interstellar Mail 
Lines. He looked at the epaulettes of the 
shirt— two silver braid bands on scarlet — 
and thought: Nurse. 

Meanwhile, he was cold. He turned to 
walk to the fire, stepped inadvertently on a 
dry twig. He turned again, this time with 
no thought for caution, to see the blankets 
tossed violently aside and the white figure 
of a girl leap from them. He caught her 
in mid-leap, forced her down to the sandy 
floor. He felt the flesh of her naked shoul- 
ders shudder and crawl beneath his hands, 
flinched from the animal hate that glared 
from the pale, almost colorless blue eyes. 
He bared his teeth in a mirthless grin, said, 
“Steady, my dear. Dog doesn’t eat dog, 
you know.” 

Suddenly she ceased to struggle. Falsen 
got to his feet, gave her his hand to help 
her up. In the light of the dying fire she 
looked unreal, somehow, her flesh gleaming 
with a shimmering insubstantiality. Yet her 
actions were prosaic enough. She dusted the 
sand from her body, then walked to her 
clothing and started to dress. Falsen watched 
her — the slim, graceful' lines of her, the 
high cheekbones, the pale blond hair and, 
when she spoke, the strong, white teeth. 

She said, her voice low and husky : “Who 
are you and where do you come from?” 
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“Falsen. Nicholas Falsen, late second 
pilot of Etruria. They decided that they 
didn’t like my company. And so — ” 

“Why didn’t they kill you?” 

“Some of them wanted to. But I saved 
the captain’s life once.” He said sneeringly, 
“I suppose you were equally obliging.” 
“Perhaps,” she said tonelessly. “I wouldn’t 
be — now. I was dumped here, with enough 
stores to last me about six months. I’ve been 
here for three.” 

“Then you must be from Calabria. She 
was about three months ahead of us.” 

“Yes. I’m from Calabria." Dressed now, 
she turned to look at him as he stood in 
the firelight, stared at his soaked clothing 
and muddy shoes. She said, “I heard no 
rockets. You must have come a long way. 
Wouldn’t it have been better to have left 
your clothes?” 

“I didn’t know who or what I might 
find,” he told her. “Then there’s convention, 
and training, and all the rest of it. I notice 
that you’ve dressed.” 

“So I have,” she admitted. “But as ex- 
officers of Interstellar Mail” — she laughed 
bitterly — “we must dress the part.” 

“You haven’t told me your name.” 
“Veerhausen. Linda Veerhausen. But 
you’re cold, and I’m no hostess. Get out 
of your wet things and between those 
blankets, and I’ll bring you something 
hot — ” 

“But I wouldn’t take your stores.” 
“Rubbish. I’ve hardly touched them. 
There’s a sort of crayfish in these pools 
that’s not too bad eating — not the same as 
red meat, but it serves. But this calls for 
a can of stew.” 

She went into a smaller cave opening off 
the main one, and by the time that Falsen 
was between the blankets she was back, 
carrying the can of stew, hot, the smoke 
still spiraling from the tube of chemicals 
that had heated it. Falsen took his share 
gratefully and then, exhausted by the emo- 
tional and physical strains of the last few 
days, slept soundly. The girl built up the 
fire and sat beside it, alert, unsleeping. 

Outside the cave the steady whisper of 
the rain died, and finally ceased. 

Falsen was awake with the dawn, snap- 
ping from sound sleep into instant aware- 
ness. He threw the blankets to one side, 
walked on bare, silent feet to the cave 
entrance. The girl, standing on the little 
ledge overlooking the downward slope of 
the hill sensed his coming, turned to greet 



him. A smile flickered briefly over her 
sullen face. “This is it,” she said. “Your 
first morning on Antares VI. At that, it’s 
better than my first morning.” 

Low to the east a sullen, red glow stained 
the gray clouds. Slowly it spread, spread 
and lifted, suffusing all the overcast with 
dull crimson. And then there was a sun 
in the sky, Antares, with upper and lower 
limbs vaguely defined, and all the pools and 
channels of the swamp glimmering like 
blood among the grayness of vegetation. 
“What now?” asked Falsen. 

“Breakfast,” said the girl. “But we have 
to catch it first. I’ve been keeping the stores 
they left me as an emergency ration. Look ! ” 
she pointed, “that pool there, shaped like 
a horseshoe. That’s where I get my cray- 
fish. I’ll show you.” 

“Do we go ... as we are?” 

“You can dress, if you like. But as we 
are is better for things like crayfish. If it 
were sheep, now — ■" She licked her lips with 
a red tongue. 

“Don’t!” said Falsen sharply. 

The girl ignored him. “On my last leave,” 
she said. “I knew then. One morning, but 
finer than this, in the Scottish Highlands — ” 
She smiled reminiscently. “I often wonder 
Who, or what, that shepherd blamed.” 

“And yet, knowing the risk, you kept 
in the Service?” 

“Why not? As a nurse I had access to 
the drugs — and saw to it that there was a 
sudden and complete mortality among the 
cats. If it hadn’t been for that passenger, 
and her pampered Persian — And now” — 
she spat viciously — "crayfish!” 

“Let’s go and get ’em,” said Falsen. “I’m 
hungry.” 

Together they made their way down the 
hillside, down to the pool. The spongy 
vegetation was soggy underfoot, still satu- 
rated with the night’s rain. The rising of the 
sun had brought a steamy, uncomfortable 
warmth to the air and Falsen was thankful 
that he had not bothered to dress, thankful 
in a way that there was only his smooth, 
hairless skin to get muddy, that the discom- 
fort was no worse. At the pool that Linda 
had pointed out to him they stopped, and 
there the girl made a careful search of the 
vegetation along the bank. She selected, 
finally, a long tendril having at its end an 
elongated, yellowish berry. This, with her 
left hand, she lowered into the water. 
Watching, Falsen saw that there were tiny 
fish in the pool, and that somebody, or 
something, with very weak eyesight might 
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just possibly mistake the berry for one of 
the fish. 

“The thing to do,” explained Linda, “is 
to keep it moving, just so. And you need 
hands for this. Now we start in earnest.” 
Carefully, so as not to disturb the water, 
she assumed a prone position, still angling 
with her left hand, her right hand poised 
ready. Falsen watched the pale colored 
berry, watched the tiny fish — if they were 
fish— dart up to it, investigate it, then sheer 
off with a rather elaborate show of dis- 
interest. Then, suddenly, the little water 
creatures were gone, flashing away to the 
farthest recesses of the pool, and something 
big and gray scuttled over the bottom. With 
scarcely a splash Linda’s arm flashed down 
into the water — and then she had rolled 
over on to her back, holding with both 
hands a thing that could have been an 
oversized, infuriated earthly spider. Uncer- 
tain what to do Falsen stood by, more than 
a little sickened by the appearance of the 
thing that the girl had fished from the pool. 
“Shall I—” he began doubtfully. 

“No. All right. There!” 

Something cracked loudly and sharply, 
and then the crustacean was rolling on the 
spongy vegetation, a gray, hairy football in 
size and appearance, dead. 

“We cook him,” said the girl. “I’ve tried 
them raw, but — ” 

The thing, Falsen admitted, wasn’t bad 
eating. It would have been improved by salt, 
and vinegar, and bread and butter, but it 
was much better than nothing. And then, 
after the meal, there was a cigarette from 
the pack that Linda had carefully dried 
when she dried his clothes, a shared 
cigarette for, as the girl pointed out, she 
had not yet found any kind of vegetable 
that would serve as tobacco substitute. 
“But you will lose the desire,” she said. 
“After all — it’s not natural. I’m just having 
this one with you to be sociable.” 

“Then let me finish it.” 

“No. Funny — with the smell of it the 
desire came back. After all, we are civilized 
and there’s no reason why we shouldn’t 
make the best of -two worlds.” 

“The main problem right now,” said 
Falsen, “is to make the best of one.” 

He got to his feet, walked to the cave 
entrance to survey the one world that was 
left to them after all their years and light- 
years of interstellar travel. He stiffened 
suddenly. “Linda!” he called. “Come here!” 
“What is it, Nick?” 

Away over the swamp, all of seven miles 
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distant, something was moving, something 
that reflected the crimson rays of the sun. 
Something brightly metallic it was, moving 
fast, flying low. As they watched it stopped 
and hovered, poised over one of the larger 
pools of water. 

“A helicopter,” muttered Falsen. “Looks 
like a survey job.” 

“But I thought that the Federation didn’t 
want this world.” 

“There are races outside the Federation.” 
He grinned suddenly. “There are races that 
don’t know anything about the family 
scandals that the Federation is keeping so 
quiet about! Quick! Get some damp wood 
on that fire!” 

“But suppose they are human?” 

“Even then, they won’t know why we’re 
here. We can cook up some yarn about 
shipwreck ! ” 

As he talked he was tearing up armfuls 
of the brush growing outside the cave, 
throwing it on to the fire. The white smoke 
rose, a trickle at first, then great, rolling 
billows, pouring out of the cave mouth, 
flowing down the hillside like a heavy 
liquid. Over the swamp the helicopter rose 
slowly from the surface of the pool that it 
was investigating, made directly for the hill 
and the cave. 

“Not one of ours,” said Falsen, watching 
intently. “That’s a serrated disk they, have 
rather than rotors. Doralan— ? Could be. 
But we’d better get dressed.” 

“Why? This is better if w.e’re going 
to — ” 

“We’re not going to — yet. They’re taking 
us to their ship. Hurry!” 

Falsen, coughing and spluttering, came 
out of the cave again when the humming 
of the aircraft’s approach filled all the 
humid air. He looked up at the thing, saw 
the characters on the cylindrical fuselage, 
decided that his guess had been correct. She 
was Doralan. But what were the Doralans 
doing here? Linda came out and stood 
beside him, watched the helicopter drop to 
a neat landing a little way down the slope 
of the hill, watched the door in the fuselage 
open and three red-cloaked, red-hooded 
figures clamber out. Falsen, his arm over 
the girl’s shoulder, felt her muscles tense 
and shift, whispered: “Not now! You’ll 
spoil everything.” 

“But they look,” she murmured, “so 
tempting — ” 

“And they’ve got some kind of lethal 
ironmongery trained on us from inside their 
ship.” 
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“That shouldn’t worry us. Unless — ” 

In single file, the Doralans marched up 
the rough path. Their scarlet cloaks were 
brave splashes of color against the gray of 
sky and plain, their scarlet hoods shaded 
faces that were like the grave, piquant faces 
of little girls. Their bodies, too — what little 
could be seen of them — were human enough 
in outline. 

“But,” Linda whispered, “they’re 
human — ” 

“No,” said Falsen softly. “Just similar 
conditions, parallel development. Take ’em 
apart and they’re — different. Yet near 
enough human for — us.” 

The leader of the Doralans, she who wore 
the gold star on the collar of her cloak, 
addressed them. Her voice was thin and 
high, clear, and every word was perfectly 
enunciated. 

She said, “You are from Earth.” 

“Yes,” agreed Falsen. 

“Why do you make smoke?” 

“Because we are cast away upon this 
world, and we need help.” 

“That is obvious. But why do you make 
smoke?” 

“That is obvious, too. To attract your 
attention.” 

“But in the course of our survey we were 
bound to have visited this, the only hill 
within miles. Your call for help that was not 
urgently required has disturbed our work.” 
Falsen said, “I’m sorry about that.” 
“Lady,” said the officer to Linda, “I 
would have no further talk with this so 
obviously inferior being. It is clear that 
you are in charge here. Tell the male to 
follow us to our helicopter. You shall be 
taken to our Lady Mother.” 

“Better play ball, Linda,” Falsen told her. 
“They’ve a sort of matriarchal setup, and 
the Lady Mother is the captain of their 
ship.” 

He followed the three women to the 
helicopter, was somewhat surprised when the 
officer gestured to him to get in first. But, 
he found, he was not to make the ride in 
comfort. The three who had been left to 
guard the aircraft grabbed him uncere- 
moniously, pushed him into a compartment 
at the stem that was already more than half 
full of specimens — geological as well as 
others of a softer but even less pleasant 
nature. From his uncomfortable seat he 
could see the backs of Linda and the three 
Doralans — the Earth girl towering head and 
shoulders above her diminutive companions. 
He could see a contraption of metal tubing 



that might, or might not, have been a 
weapon. He hoped that the proximity, the 
all too close proximity, of these warm- 
blooded beings would not lead the girl into 
doing something foolish. In the confined 
space the odor of them was almost over- 
powering. 

Silently, smoothly, the helicopter took 
off. It flew with equal smoothness — but that, 
Falsen decided, might be due as much to 
local aerological conditions as any excel- 
lence of design. At last a slight forward 
tilt of the deck told him they were coming 
into a landing; a slight jolt told him that 
they had made it. Linda turned to look at 
him before she left the aircraft — her face 
was white and strained, but she essayed a 
grin. Falsen grinned back — and much of 
his grin was relief at being able to lift the 
fleshy part of his thigh "from the rocks upon 
which he had, perforce, been sitting. He 
stumbled forward to the door, half fell out 
on to the spongy, gray vegetation. 

He looked around him with interest. Ex- 
cept that the plain here was not level, but 
gently undulant, the site of the Doralan 
camp differed very little from the place 
from which they had been brought. The 
only high things in sight were a range of 
hills to the eastward, and the ship. A 
secondhand job, Falsen decided — Earth- 
built. One of the old City class that Inter- 
stellar Mail got rid of all of ten years ago. 
But they were good, solid old wagons, he 
thought, and built to last. 

“You,” said the officer, breaking into his 
thoughts, “come with us.” 

“What are your orders, Lady?” Falsen 
asked Linda, more than a little sardonically. 

“Don’t ask me,” she said. Then, to the 
Doralan, “Look, Little Red Riding Hood, 
in our world we do things differently. 
Horrid though it may seem, where we come 
from this male is my superior officer.” 

“Then come, both of you,” said the 
Doralan. “Here you will both take my 
orders.” 

They entered the ship by the stern air 
lock, crowded into an elevator cage and 
were rapidly lifted through deck after deck, 
coming to rest, at last, just under or so 
Falsen estimated — the control room right 
forward. They left the cage, walked along 
a short length of alleyway terminating in a 
door. On this the officer rapped sharply. 
Somebody on the other side called out 
something, and then the door slid open. 
The furniture in the room beyond the door 
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had been changed, of course, had been 
modified to suit the dimensions of its present 
occupant — but otherwise it was still the 
captain’s day room of a City-class liner. 
Sitting behind the big desk was one of the 
little women who now owned and operated 
the ship, dressed, as were her crew, in scarlet 
— but scarlet well ornamented with gold 
devices. Her hood was thrown back to show- 
short, iron-gray hair. Her features were 
lined by experience and authority — yet the 



mouth was kindly. Sitting on the desk, a 
little to her right side, was a huge, ginger 
cat, a Persian if the length of its coat were 
any guide. This beast, as the Earth people 
entered, got to its feet and, with arched 
back, spat viciously. 

“Pondor!” said the Lady Mother re- 
proachfully.” 

The animal replied in a mewling voice — ■ 
and Falsen could almost have sworn that 
the reply was in words. Imagination, he 
thought. 

The ship’s officer made her report to her 
captain. The Lady Mother heard her story, 
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then spoke a few words of dismissal. To the 
two castaways she said, “Be seated.” 

“So you speak our language, Lady 
Mother?” asked Falsen. He seated himself 
on the built-in settee, that being the article 
of furniture best adaptable to his greater 
weight and bulk. The girl sat by his side. 

“Yes,” said the captain, “I speak your 
language. And first I must apologize to you 
for the conduct of my officer. She is unused 
to the idea of a world in which the two 
sexes are equal or, indeed, to one in which 
your sex is superior.” 

“That was nothing,” said Falsen — then 
jumped to his feet with a yell, bent and 
rubbed the calf of his leg. 

“Pondor,” said the captain sternly. “That 
is no way to treat guests!” 

“They don’t like me,” the words were 
slurred, barely distinguishable, “so I don’t 
like them.” 

“Then leave the room. At once!” 

“Why should I? My people were wor- 
shipped as gods once.” 

“We never worshipped you, Pondor. 
Go!” 

“Oh, all right.” Then as the beast, tail in 
air, sauntered out, they heard the one word, 
muttered in tones of great contempt, 
"Females!” 

“What a . . . what a charming animal,” 
said Linda. “Do you have any more like 
him?” 

“Yes. I think you’ll agree that we’ve 
done wonders with your cats — just fifty 
generations of controlled mutation and we 
even have a few bilingual specimens like 
Pondor here. But I am sure that you will 
like some refreshment.” 

One of the little women came in with a 
tray on which w'ere small, spouted cups 
and plates of tiny cakes, another, an officer, 
followed her, carrying a pad and a stylus- 
like pen. This latter seated herself and 
prepared to write. 

“Tell me your story,” said the captain. 
“We are Nicholas Falsen and Linda 
Veerhausen,” said Falsen, “second pilot and 
nurse respectively of the liner” — he hesitated 
slightly — “ Etruria . We were bound from 
Chylor to Port Gregory, on Mars, in our 
System, with general and refrigerated cargo 
and two hundred passengers. It was my 
watch,” he said. “Miss Veerhausen shouldn’t 
have been in the control room with me, but 
she was. She was there — and it saved her 
life.” 

“Why, what happened?” 

Falsen sipped from the little spouted cup 



that had been handed him, decided that it 
was like weak tea flavored with aniseed. He 
sipped again — not because he liked the 
overly sweet brew, but to gain time. He 
heard the girl, her voice strained, say, “It 
was horrible, horrible.” 

“Yes,” he agreed. “It was horrible. The 
field of the instruments in Control saved 
us, I guess, but the rest cf the ship — Have 
you ever seen what happens when a Drive 
Unit runs wild?” 

“No,” said the Lady Mother. “But I’ve 
read about it.” 

So have 1, thought Falsen. He went on, 
“They were all dead, of course. All of 
them. Some of them — changed. I’d cut the 
Drive as soon as the buzzer went, but it 
was too late. And then, as we were investi- 
gating, we heard the thing starting up again. 
You know, it does sometimes, even with the 
power cut off. All part of this temporal 
precession business. So we threw what bits 
and pieces we could into one of the boats 
and got out — but fast.” 

“Where is your boat?” 

“I could show you the spot,” lied Falsen. 
“But unless you’ve got special mud-dredging 
gear, you’ll never find her. We shifted our 
stores to this cave of ours, and slept there 
the night — and in the morning she was gone. 
I should never,” he said, trying to make his 
voice sound bitter, “have left both air lock 
doors open.” 

“There will be an inquiry,” said the Lady 
Mother, “when we return you to your own 
people. Meanwhile, you are our guests. 
Arrangements are being made for your 
accommodation.” She sipped from her cup, 
then set it down on the deck for Pondor, 
who had just returned. The animal, using 
his fore paws to tilt the vessel, drank noisily 
and appreciatively. “You will be wonder- 
ing,” she went on, “what we are doing here. 
It is not a secret. In return for certain trad- 
ing privileges your Federation has ceded us 
this planet, and this is the first prospecting 
and surveying expedition. We expect to 
remain here for two hundred days. I trust 
that you will not mind being separated for 
so long from your own kind.” 

“1 mind,” mewed Pondor unexpectedly. 
“Find their boat for - them, mistress, tell 
them to go. They are not our people. They 
—smell. They smell wrong.” 

“Rubbish, cat. If you’d spent all your 
life aboard an Earth ship, you’d say that 
I smelled all wrong.” 

“No, mistress. You wouldn’t. Make them 
go.” 
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“Lend us a boat,” said Falsen, “and we 
shall go. When an animal tells me I . . . 
stink it’s time that I went.” 

“Don’t pay any attention to Pondor,” 
said the Lady Mother, smiling. “He’s 
jealous. He’s used to being the center of 
attention and now he’s having to . . . how 
do you put it? . . . take a back seat. Just 
ignore him, and he’ll stalk out, all outraged 
dignity, and cuff his two wives to restore 
his self-esteem.” 

“A charming animal,” said Linda. 

“If I thought that you meant that,” Pon- 
dor told her, “I might like you.” 

“How intelligent are these . . . things?” 
asked Falsen. “Or are they no more than 
sort of glorified parrots?” 

“I don’t know. Of course they couldn’t 
solve an equation or build a ship — ” 

“Our people were gods once,” said Pon- 
dor, “and gods don’t build ships.” 

“Could you make a world, then?” asked 
Falsen. 

“I don’t know. I’ve never tried.” 

“Prenta, here, will show you to your 
cabins,” said the Lady Mother. “You will 
mess with my officers. I shall see you again.” 
“I hope that I shan’t,” muttered the cat. 
The cabins to which they were shown 
were comfortable enough by Terran stan- 
dards, although the furniture was on far 
too small a scale for comfort. Each cabin, 
however, boasted a little shower cubicle — 
and this, thought Falsen, would be useful. 
Having explored his tiny, temporary home 
he sat on the edge of his bunk, waited until 
the murmur of female voices, heard indis- 
tinctly through the thin bulkhead, should 
cease. At last it stopped, and shortly after 
came a soft rap on his door. It was only the 
captain’s cabin that was fitted with a voice- 
controlled door opening device, so Falsen 
had to get to his feet and open his himself. 
Linda Veerhausen came in. 

“The purser, or whatever she is,” she 
began, “was in a talkative mood. I think 
that she was trying to convert me to these 
people’s way of thinking. She kept harping 
on this big ship of theirs, with a crew of a 
hundred, and not a single male among 
them. Not counting, of course, Pondor, or 
whatever the beast’s name is — ” 

“A hundred—” said Falsen thoughtfully. 
“Yes,” she said. “A hundred. And we are 
only two. But there’s the value of 
surprise — •” 

“We have to do it,” muttered Falsen. 
“How we do it — that has to be worked out.” 
He paced up and down in the narrow con- 



fines of the little cabin, like some caged 
wild beast. “They won’t have changed the 
controls of this ship much, if at all. I’m 
a good pilot, and I can navigate. There are 
worlds out towards the Rim, out past the 
Rim, that’ll not be colonized for generations, 
if at all.” 

“What sort of worlds?” she asked. “Like 
this? Or arid deserts? Or with atmospheres 
of chlorine or something equally toxic?” 
“Some of them. But there are good 
worlds, too. Planets with rivers and forests, 
and timid, fleet-footed animals not unlike 
the Earthly deer.” 

“You’re not lying?” 

“Why should I lie? And get this straight 
— if we stay here the balloon is bound to 
go up sooner or later. We have to get some- 
where where there’s no explaining to do. 
And that fast.” 

The girl was not listening. She stood 
tense, alert. Suddenly she strode silently to 
the door, opened it, pounced with the same 
speed that she had shown in her capture 
of the crayfish. Swiftly and silently she 
backed into the room, the thing between her 
hands struggling viciously, trying to cry out, 
succeeding, in spite of the pressure on its 
throat, in giving a strangled squeal. 

“What — ?” began Falsen. Then he saw 
what it was. It was a cat — not Pondor, but, 
presumably, one of his two mates. Like 
him, it was of Persian decent, but it was 
black, and the Lady Mother had said that 
all the cats could talk. 

“This thing,” said Linda, “was spying.” 
“Can it understand English?” 

“I don’t know. But it may have learned 
it from that other brute. You may have 
spied,” she went on, addressing the animal, 
“but you won’t talk!” 

Claws drew angry furrows down her face 
as she lifted the cat to her mouth. There was 
one, semiarticulate cry — then a silence 
broken only by a steady, rather horrid 
dripping sound. Suddenly, the woman 
choked : “This fur gets between your teeth.” 
“The fur will have to go the same way 
as the rest of it,” said Falsen in a matter-of- 
fact voice. “We can’t leave the body 
around.” 

“Help me, then.” 

“All right.” 

A little while later Falsen carefully 
inspected the cabin. “It’s a good thing,” he 
remarked, “that this soap of theirs is so 
strong smelling. I doubt if even Pondor 
could tell that his girl friend has been here.” 
“It must be almost dinner time,” said 
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Linda, “but now I haven’t much of an 
appetite.” 

“Neither have I,” admitted Falsen, “but 
we shall have to go through the motions. 
Anyhow, if that horrid aniseed tea we had 
was a fair sample of their food, a small 
appetite will be understandable.” 

A little later the survey ship’s chief officer, 
at whose table they had been placed, re- 
marked, “Earth people never seem to 
appreciate our food. Is yours, then, so very 
different?” 

“Very,” said Falsen. 

Falsen awoke, that next morning, much 
refreshed. He did not need to be called — • 
for him the first light, even when he was 
in a metal box with no outward looking 
ports or windows, was alarm clock enough. 
He threw back the light blankets of his 
bunk, jumped out. Silently the door opened 
and Linda came in. 

Falsen turned to face her. He saw that 
she had made concessions to the ship’s 
conventions, was wearing a gaudy wrapper 
loaned her by one of the officers. She was 
fully dressed by the standards of the burles- 
que stage, but by no others, even though 
the kindly owner of the wrapper had ex- 
plained that the garment was too big for 
her. 

“Careful, there’s somebody coming,” 
whispered Falsen. 

He was dressing when the door flew 
open without ceremony. One of the officers 
looked in and, ignoring Falsen somewhat 
pointedly, addressed Linda Veerhausen. 

“Lady! The Lady Mother desires the 
presence of both of you, at once.” 

“What’s wrong?” asked Falsen. 

“Something dreadful. Last night, when 
the ship slept, huge savage beasts attacked 
the night watch. Clenni is dead, and four 
of her people. Not only dead, but — parts 
of them eaten. Hurry!” 

In a minute or so — Falsen having finished 
his dressing with more regard for haste 
than for appearances, Linda still in her 
wrapper — they were in the captain’s day 
room. The Lady Mother faced them across 
her big desk, and her face was grave. On 
the desk sat Pondor, who did not forget to 
spit a curse at them as they entered. The 
captain cuffed him absent-mindedly, then 
spoke. 

“Sit down,’ she said. “You will have 
heard something of what has happened. 
Perhaps you can help.” 

“In what way?” 

“You, Mr. Falsen, were an executive 



officer on your last ship. You must have 
read astrogating directions. You might, just 
possibly, have read those astrogating direc- 
tions applying to this planet. Can you 
remember any mention of any large, 
dangerous animals among the fauna?” 

“I can’t remember,” said Falsen. 

“Well, then — you were living here for 
some time before we came. Did you see 
anything, hear anything?” 

“Yes, Lady,” said Linda, while Falsen 
was still considering his answer. “Some 
nights we heard something howling. And 
early one morning we saw something big 
and gray slinking away from our cave. 
After that we kept our fire going.” 

“You should have told me.” 

“But we thought you knew.” 

“I have explored all around the ship,” 
said Pondor suddenly, “and I have neither 
seen, heard nor smelt anything — until this 
morning. The smell hangs strong, even in 
here.” 

“I examined the — bodies,” said the Lady 
Mother. “What was left of them.” 

“Then you might be able to reconstruct — ” 
“Only this far. Whatever it was — it used 
teeth as its main weapon. Perhaps its only 
weapon. Whatever it was, was immune to 
the fire of my crew’s blasters — and some of 
them must have been fired at close range. 
Was this thing you saw — armored?” 

“It seemed to have a scaly hide,” said 
the girl. 

“I. ask your advice,” said the Lady 
Mother. “On your world, or so I have read, 
there are still large tracts of wild forest, of 
savage jungle, where men and women still 
go to hunt, and kill, large dangerous beasts. 
We have nothing of that kind, we never had, 
even in our barbarous past. We have no 
experience. You have. You must help us.” 
“What steps have you taken so far, 
Gracious Lady?” asked Falsen. 

“I have sent both my helicopters out, 
and they are searching all the area of which 
the ship is the center. Should they see 
anything they will signal at once.” 
“Useless,” said Falsen, an idea germinat- 
ing in his mind. “The only way to track any 
kind of game is on foot. You’ll never do 
it with aircraft.” 

“How big a party will you require?” 
Falsen hesitated. Then — “Six,” he said, 
“not counting ourselves. Somebody in 
charge who can speak English. And, of 
course, weapons.” 

“You had better break your fast before 
you go.” 
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“No. This is too urgent. Give us a few 
moments to get dressed and we shall be 
ready.” 

“As you please. The party will be waiting 
for you in the after air lock.” 

Falsen, dressed himself, went into Linda’s 
room while she was hastily donning her 
uniform. 

He said: “We’ll try that range of hills. 
There’re bound to be caves there. And 
where there are caves you might . find — 
anything.” 

“Yes,” she agreed. “But shall we?” 

“Why not?” He went to the door, opened 
it, looked up and down the alleyway. It 
was deserted. He returned to the cabin, shut 
the door. While the girl finished dressing 
he talked rapidly, pausing at intervals to 
give her time to object or to elaborate. 
Then, together, the two of them made their 
way to the after air lock where they found 
the ship’s people waiting for them. 

The Lady Mother was there, and she 
handed weapons to Ihe man and the girl. 
Falsen examined his curiously. It was a 
pistol, its grip a little small for his relatively 
large hand. It had a bell-mouthed muzzle, 
and a firing stud instead of a trigger. It 
could be set either to paralyze or to kill, 
and its maximum effective range — here the 
captain paused while she did a conversion 
sum in her head — was fifty yards. 

Prenta, the officer who had brought them 
in from the cave, was in charge of the party 
— and she showed little enthusiasm when 
she learned that, to all intents and purposes, 
she was to be under Falsen’s orders. She 
snapped a command, however, and her five 
women shouldered their packs. She herself 
carried nothing but her weapons, and 
neither did Falsen nor Linda Veerhausen. 

She said, hesitating over the title, “What 
first, Mr. Falsen?” 

“We shall examine the scene of the — 
killings,” said Falsen. 

One by one they clambered down the 
ladder to the spongy vegetation. The Lady 
Mother halted them at the foot of the gang- 
way. “They came,” she said, “as far as this. 
They must have wanted to get into the ship, 
but could not negotiate the ladder.” 

“Why do you say ‘they’?” asked Falsen. 

“There were at least two. Some of the 
bodies bear teeth marks — and one of the 
things had smaller jaws than its mate — or 
mates. But look, there’s blood around here 
— smeared blood, not freshly shed blood. 
They must have prowled, and jumped, and 
rolled on this mossy growth.” 



“Could be.” 

“And here,” said the captain, leading 
them farther from the ship, “is where we 
found the bodies. They have been taken 
into the ship, of course, but, as you see — 
there was a struggle.” 

“Hm-m-m. They must have attacked,” 
said Falsen, “from that clump of shrubs. 
Have you looked there?” 

“But of course.” 

A mewling voice broke into the conver- 
sation. Falsen looked down, saw that it was 
Pondor, who was addressing the Lady 
Mother in her own language. She replied to 
the animal briefly, then said to the man: 
“He wants to know if anybody has seen 
Kristit — that’s one of his two mates.” She 
smiled briefly. “I’m afraid that I was rather 
short with him.” 

“I’m rather sorry for him,” said Linda. 
“After all — he will feel a loss as deeply 
as any of us.” 

“I suppose so. But he might make himself 
useful — he should be able to follow a trail. 
Why not take him with you?” 

“Why not?” said Falsen. 

“Are you walking?” asked the cat. “No. 
I do not wish to go. I shall stay here and 
look for Kristit.” 

He stalked off, tail in air. 

Linda who had been carefully examining 
the low shrubs, suddenly straightened and 
pointed, crying, “They went that way!” 
Falsen, following the direction of her out- 
stretched arm, saw that it led towards the 
low range of distant hills. The Lady Mother 
hurried to where the girl was standing, 
asked, “How do you know?” 

“See,” said Linda, “how the tendrils of 
this mossy stuff have been disturbed — ” 
Falsen looked, expecting to see nothing — 
and was not disappointed. The Lady Mother 
looked, and said that she thought she saw 
the trail found by the girl. Prenta looked — 
and remarked superciliously that, of course. 
Earth people were much closer to the animal 
than the Doralans. Falsen, lying, said that 
the trail was as easy to read as a tri-di 
chart. 

They followed this doubtful trail, then. 
The Lady Mother standing by her ship 
watched them go, and, thought Falsen, she 
still would be standing there when they 
returned, anxious to learn that vengeance 
had overtaken the thing or things that had 
murdered her people. 

Overhead one of the two helicopters 
dipped and hovered, its buzzing distracting. 
At last: “Tell them to go away,” said 
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Falsen to Prenta. “If the things are lurking 
anywhere around, it’ll scare ’em off.” 

At the word of command one of the 
Doralans pulled out a fishing rod aerial 
from her pack, put on a headset and spoke 
into it. The flying machine bumbled off in 
the direction of the gleaming tower of 
metal that was the ship. Meanwhile Linda, 
on hands and knees, was examining the 
vegetation. “They traveled in a straight 
line,” she announced. “And fast.” 

“I don’t know how you can tell all that,” 
said Prenta. “But I suppose that it is as you 
say.” 

The sun, a vague, ruddy ball of light in 
the overcast sky, rose higher, drawing a 
steamy moisture, a stench of decay, from the 
numerous stagnant pools. A diversion was 
caused by something that splashed loudly 
over to the left of the party. Three of the 
Doralans ran to investigate, and loosed their 
fire on it. But it was only one of the crusta- 
ceans — a huge beast, its body at least two 
feet in diameter. The energy bolts from the 
Doralan pistols had cooked it — and so 
Falsen called a halt for lunch; he and Linda 
satisfying their appetites with the stringy, 
but far from flavorless, flesh. Prenta and 
her women, although offered a share, pre- 
ferred their little, oversweet cakes. 

After they had eaten, and after Falsen 
and Linda had shared one of the precious 
cigarettes — which neither of them enjoyed — 
the party pressed on. The ground rose 
gradually, became drier, and the air, although 
still hot, was drier, too. Here and there bare 
rock showed through the gray, spongy, 
mosslike growth. And once something small 
and lizardlike, too fast for Prenta’s skill 
as a markswoman, scurried from one stunted 
bush to another. 

They pressed on — and had now and 
again to climb from ledge to ledge. Then 
— “There ! ” cried Linda. “They went in 
there ! ” 

“There” was a narrow opening between 
two boulders, an opening that, by its very 
darkness, gave promise of depths beyond 
and below. Promising, thought Falsen. 
Promising — He said: “You brought lights, 
I suppose.” 

“Of course,” replied Prenta. “We may not 
have the skill of your so marvelous people 
as trackers of wild beasts, but we are not 
devoid of intelligence.” She started snapping 
orders to her women. Three of them pro- 
duced large, powerful hand torches from 
their packs. The one with the walkie-talkie 
started a conversation with somebody — 



presumably with the ship. She repeated 
whatever it was she had been told to Prenta, 
who turned to Falsen and said, “The Lady 
Mother says that we are still under your 
orders.” 

“And why not? That was the under- 
standing. And we have yet to find the beasts 
for you.” 

“Give me one of those lights,” said Linda. 
“I shall go in first.” 

“No,” said Falsen. “I shall. There might 
be something in there.” 

“I thought that that was why we had 
come here,” remarked Prenta in acid tones. 

“He is prone to understatement,” replied 
Linda. 

Falsen took the light, switched it on, 
then squeezed his body between the two 
boulders. There was a little more room 
inside the cave — but, even so, his body 
blocked the tunnel from the view of those 
behind him. He called: “You were right, 
Linda. They came this w r ay.” 

“Let me see,” cried Prenta. Then — 
“These clumsy males! Your big feet are 
obliterating the tracks.” 

“Do you want to go first, then?” asked 
Linda. 

“Yes.” 

You would, thought Falsen, but said, 
“I’m sorry, Prenta, but your Lady Mother 
put me in charge. I must go first.” 

The cave, to Falsen’s nostrils, smelt dry 
and sterile — not the sterility of death, but 
a sterility that had never known life. He 
said nothing, however. After all — Linda had 
led the party here, and her senses were at 
least as good as his own, perhaps better. 
And some extra sense that he possessed 
told him of the girl’s mounting excitement, 
of the eager anticipation of the hunter with 
the kill almost within sight. An extra sense? 
On reflection he was not quite sure. Perhaps 
it was only that his other senses were keen 
enough to appreciate her quickened breath- 
ing, the subtle change of the very smell of 
her, just as the same senses brought him 
evidence of the fear — a fear that was kept 
well down, well under control, but still 
fear — of the Doralans. 

The beam of his torch suddenly touched 
something smooth and gleaming, something 
that shone like a huge, black mirror. Falsen 
hurried forward, ran to the water’s edge, 
his feet stirring up fast falling clouds of the 
powder sand. He saw that they had come 
into a hug cavern, a vast, subterranean hall 
that was almost filled by the glassy waters 
of the lake. Only here, where thy had come 




from the tunnel, and directly opposite, was 
there any beach. And behind the farther 
beach, black in the grayish rock wall, was 
the mouth of another tunnel. 

“They must have crossed the water,” said 
Falsen. 

“If you say so,” replied Prenta. “You’ve 
destroyed what tracks there were.” 

“We shall have to cross,” said Linda. 
“It looks deep.” 

“There’s another tunnel mouth,” said the 
Doralan officer. “And another. Which one?” 

“The one over there, with the beach, I 



think — Yes. I can see tracks,” murmured 
Linda. 

“I can’t,” said Prenta rudely. “I’m begin- . 
ning to wonder just what special senses you 
people have got.” 

“You’d be surprised,” said Linda. “Nick 
— I’m going across. Tell her ladyship that 
I want four of her people with me. You, 
with Prenta and the other one, had better 
stay here to guard our rear.” 

“Are you sure that you’ll be all right?” 
“Of course. Prenta, will you tell these 
women of yours to get ready for a swim? 
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I suppose that these weapons and torches 
of yours are waterproof?” 

“They are.” The Doralan officer snapped 
orders in a bad-tempered voice. 

Four women unbuckled and dropped their 
packs, swiftly divesting themselves of their 
scarlet uniforms. Their almost human bodies 
glimmered pallidly in the reflected glow of 
the torches, the beams of which were 
trained on the entrance to the nearest tunnel. 
Each of the women, Falsen noticed, buckled 
back her belt, with its holster and pistol, 
about her waist after she had stripped. 
Linda did not. Falsen supposed that she 
knew best, said nothing. 

The girl picked up one of the torches 
and, holding it high, waded into the lake. 
She said, “It’s cold — ” But she kept on and 
dropped suddenly, with barely a splash, into 
a swimming posture, struck out for the 
farther beach. The beam of her torch, which 
she had not extinguished, made fantastic, 
shifting patterns on walls and cave roof. 
Prenta snapped something in her own 
language, and the four Doralans followed the 
Earth girl. One of them also carried a torch. 

Falsen and the two women watched the 
swimmers reach the other side of the lake, 
watched them clamber up to the tunnel 
mouth. Linda dropped to her hands and 
knees, seemed to be examining the sandy 
floor. She straightened then and, hands cup- 
ped to her mouth, shouted across the water : 
“They went this way ! ” 

“Be careful!” replied Falsen. 

“Don’t worry! I shall be all right!” 
came the reply. 

Prenta called something incomprehensible 
to her people, then sat on the sand her 
back to the rock wall. Her pistol, though, 
was in her hand, ready for instant use. The 
other Doralan sat beside her officer, pulled 
the radio antenna from her pack, put on the 
headset and started to talk. Falsen, pacing 
up and down, watched the mouth of the 
tunnel into which the others had vanished. 
He watched the glow of the torches fade 
and, as those using them turned a corner, 
die. And the faint whisper of bare feet 
over dry sand died with it. 

He said, to make conversation, “I wonder 
what they’ll find.” 

“Nothing!” snapped Prenta. She turned 
on him a face in which worry and respon- 
sibility struggled with indignation. “What 
are the words in your crude language? A 
wild goose chase? That is what you have 
led us on.” 



“That is what you say,” countered Falsen, 
resuming his moody pacing. 

“For Korsola’s sake stop that!” almost 
screamed the Doralan. “It’s bad enough 
being stuck on this world, in this cave, 
without having to watch a half-witted male' 
walking miles to get nowhere ! ” 

Falsen grinned. “I give the orders here. 
Your own Lady Mother said that it was to 
be that way.” 

Prenta started to make a vicious reply, 
then stiffened. Across the lake in the dark 
tunnel, somebody was screaming. And with 
the screaming came a crackling sound — the 
same crackling sound that Falsen had heard 
when the Doralans had used their energy 
guns on the crustacean. Abruptly the crackl- 
ing of released energy ceased, and the 
screaming — Something howled, a dismal 
ululation that was not human, that echoed 
from the rocky walls, that seemed to be 
amplified rather than diminished with each 
reverberation. 

The silence fell like a blow. 

Falsen stripped hastily, flinging his gar- 
ments from him. He entered the water in 
a shallow dive, gasped as the icy chill of 
it shocked his skin. Something passed him, 
going like a torpedo. It was Prenta. Behind 
them the walkie-talkie operator gabbled a 
few hasty words into her microphone, flung 
aside her garments and followed them. 
Although the two women had belted on 
their pistols nobody had thought to bring 
the torch, the beam of which still shone 
across the lake on to the mouth of the 
tunnel. 

Prenta had entered the dark opening 
when Falsen, the other Doralan close be- 
hind him, scrambled up the shelving sand. 
He heard Prenta scream, heard the crackle 
of her pistol and saw the blue flare of it, 
heard, too, a loud and frenzied snarling. 
Prenta screamed again and staggered back- 
wards out of the tunnel to the beach, knock- 
ing over both Falsen and the other woman. 
All three fell into the water — and with them 
there fell something huge and gray and 
furry, something whose eyes gleamed green 
and evil in the light from across the lake. 
Its eyes gleamed, and its teeth gleamed, and 
those teeth were at the throat of the radio 
operator — and the white body sank into the 
bloodstained water. 

Falsen and Prenta fought the thing — 
hands against teeth and claws, human 
intelligence against a more than animal 
cunning. The full fury of the attack seemed 
directed against the woman, however, and 
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the man was fighting for her fife rather than 
for his own. He got his fingers into the 
shaggy mane, his legs around the beast’s 
body and pulled it somehow from the 
Doralan officer. It broke away then, and 
was gone — and Falsen was alone, paddling 
with an exhausted stroke, barely keeping 
himself afloat. Something glimmered pallidly 
below the surface, and the man dived. It 
was Prenta. He got his hands into her hair, 
towed her to the beach, dragged her up the 
shelving sand. 

She was alive still, although unconscious. 
There were deep scratches on her shoulders 
and neck. He shook her brutally until her 
eyes opened, said, “I’m going to find Linda.” 
She made a sound that could have been 
assent, that could have been merely a moan. 
He left her there. 

It was dark in the tunnel, but Falsen 
found his way sure-footedly, only occa- 
sionally putting out a hand to steady him- 
self against the rock wall. The odor of 
freshly spilled blood was heavy in the air, 
and his nostrils tingled as he smelled the 
ozone that told of the recent discharge of 
electrical weapons. His foot caught upon 
something metallic. He picked it up. It was 
one of the torches that had been carried 
by Linda’s party. 

All of them were there, sprawled un- 
gracefully on the blood-soaked sand. The 
three Doralans were dead. No close 
examination was necessary. They were too 
close to humankind, Falsen knew, to five 
with their throats torn out. Linda was there. 
There was blood on her face and on her 
white body. She blinked in the beam of 
Falsen’s torch. She said, in a matter of fact 
voice : “It’s you.” 

“Yes,” said Falsen. “I left Prenta by the 
water. She’ll live.” 

“Hadn’t you better — ?” 

“It would be as well,” agreed Falsen. 

“In case she comes, put the light out.” 

There was a little cry of pain from the 
girl. Then: “Couldn’t you have been 

gentler?” 

“I could,” said Falsen, his voice curiously 
muffled, distorted, “but this has to carry 
conviction.” 

The light flashed on again. 

“She’s coming now,” said Linda. 

Together they listened to the whisper of 
unsteady feet on the sandy floor, together 
they watched the Doralan stagger round the 
bend of the tunnel. In her right hand she 
carried a pistol. She stared at the bodies of 
her women, whispered something, her 



bloodless lips scarcely moving, in her own 
language. Then, turning her pallid face to 
the two Earth people, she said, “Dead. All 
dead.” 

“Yes,” said Falsen. 

“But,” said Prenta to Linda, “you are 
wounded.” 

“It is only a scratch,” said the girl. 

“Which way did it go? I could have 
sworn that I hit it, with my first shot. 
Which way did it go?” 

“I think,” said Falsen, “that it swam 
across to one of the other tunnels. I can’t 
be sure which one. I was too . . . busy to 
notice.” 

“Yes,” Prenta said slowly, “you saved 
my life. I had forgotten. I must thank you.” 

“Skip it,” Falsen told her. “Have you 
got any first-aid kit in those packs we left? 
You’re in a mess, and Linda, here, is badly 
torn around the shoulders.” 

“Yes. Of course.” 

Together they made their way back to 
the lake, Prenta first of all collecting the 
weapons of her dead shipmates. Slowly, 
with Falsen and Linda taking it in turns 
to assist the Doralan, they swam across the 
dark expanse of icy water. Then, while 
Falsen broke out antiseptic and dressings, 
Prenta got in touch with the Lady Mother 
on the portable radio set, announced that 
a helicopter was being sent at once. 

As soon as the plastic “skin” that Falsen 
had sprayed on to the wounds of the 
women had set they dressed, then made their 
way to the tunnel entrance. The sun was not 
far from setting and a damp chill was in 
the air. In the distance they could see the 
glaring lights of the ship and, soaring and 
dipping, fast approaching, the dark, low 
flying shadow that was the helicopter. 
Prenta led the party from the aircraft into 
the cave, supervised the removal of the 
mangled bodies. A second helicopter came, 
bringing the Lady Mother herself. At her 
orders a large metal cylinder was carried 
into the tunnel. At her orders the two 
helicopters took off hurriedly, put as much 
distance as possible in as short a time as 
was practicable between themselves and the 
range of hills. 

Sitting with the Lady Mother, Falsen and 
Linda watched, as she watched — but all 
her attention was not on the landscape 
astern of them, some of it was on the time- 
piece at her wrist. At last she sighed and 
said — “Now.” With the word the hills lifted 
— a huge mushroom of smoke and dust and 
rubble that climbed slowly towards, and 
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through, the overcast. From the riven earth 
rose a dull, baleful glow, and a dreadful, 
sullen thunder caught and drove their 
flimsy flying machines like leaves before a 
gale. 

And as her pilot tried to hold a steady 
course for the ship— “I should have liked 
specimens,” said the Lady Mother. “But I 
refuse to risk the lives of my crews or” — 
and she smiled briefly — “my guests.” 

That night six more of the Doralans were 
killed and partly eaten. 

Falsen and Linda Veerhausen were asked 
to the conference held by the Lady Mother 
in her cabin. Out of courtesy to the two 
castaways English was spoken, the words 
of any officers not conversant with the 
language being at once translated. Prenta’s 
story was told and retold, discussed from 
all angles. Even Pondor — after all, he was 
animal and therefore presumably conver- 
sant with the habits of other animals — was 
called in, but he could do nothing but whine 
about his lost mate, Kristit, a cat who, it 
would seem, served as a repository for all 
the feline virtues. The Lady Mother, her 
nerves frayed with strain and worry, cuffed 
his head and sent him squalling away. 

More and more did Falsen and Linda 
sense the hostility of the ship’s people. After 
all, they were from Earth, and Earth had 
ceded this planet to the Doralans. And it 
was a well-known fact that Earth was not in 
the habit of making free gifts. There must, 
said one of the officers, evidently proud of 
her grasp of idiom, be a catch in it some- 
where. There must be a nigger in the wood- 
pile, a fly in the ointment. Furthermore, she 
said, the presence of the two Earthlings 
had never been explained to her satisfaction. 
How long was it they said that they had 
been away from their ship? And yet, when 
found by the survey party, the man was 
clean shaven, had only begun to produce 
a facial growth after he had become a 
guest of the Doralans, whose hospitality 
he was no doubt abusing. 

“Carlin,” said the Lady Mother. “You 
are being insulting. Mr. Falsen and Miss 
Veerhausen have risked their lives in our 
service. I, myself, have seen Miss Veer- 
hausen’s wounds. All the same — it seems 
odd. But I am sure that Mr. Falsen has an 
explanation.” 

“I have, Lady Mother. I do not use a 
razor, I use a depilatory cream. And my 
last tube was finished the day before you 
found us.” 

“Thank you. I am sure that my phar- 



macist will be able to make something up 
for you. Have you any more . . . theories, 
Carlin?” 

“No, Gracious Lady. But — ” 

“But what?" 

“I would suggest, Gracious Lady, that 
the disappearance of Kristit be investigated 
more closely.” 

“Rubbish, Carlin. It is obvious that what- 
ever it was that killed our people, that 
attacked Mr. Falsen and Miss Veerhausen 
in the cave, could have swallowed a cat in 
one gulp. Anything else?” 

All were silent. The Lady Mother absent- 
mindedly scratched Pondor’s ears, looking 
from face to face. At last she spoke, directly 
to her chief officer. 

“Mardee,” she said, “there are one or 
two questions I have to ask you.” She 
looked at a slip of paper in her hand. 
“Last night Canda and Weltin were killed. 
According to the watch list you gave me 
they should have been on duty inside the 
ship.” 

“That is correct, Gracious Lady.” 

“Then why were their bodies found 
outside?” 

“The only thing I can suggest, Gracious 
Lady, is that they heard, as they should 
have heard, the noise outside and rushed 
down to help their comrades.” 

“Without sounding the alarm?” 

The officer’s manner was defensive. “As 
you know, Gracious Lady, all the watch- 
keepers had written instructions, signed by 
yourself, to the effect that all hands must 
be roused at once at the first signs of any- 
thing suspicious. Canda and Weltin must 
have disregarded those instructions. Unfor- 
tunately we cannot deal with them as they 
deserve.” 

“They have been punished,” said the 
Lady Mother slowly, “with even greater 
severity than their offense deserved.” There 
was silence again, broken only by the 
purring of the big cat. Then — “As and from 
tonight, there will be no watches kept out- 
side. The air lock door will be kept shut. 
You, Letta, will- see to it that searchlights 
are rigged to cover all the surrounding 
terrain, so that an efficient lookout can be 
kept from Control. You, Mardee, will 
arrange watches, and see to it that a reliable 
junior officer is in charge of each. And you 
and I will split the night between us. And 
you, Pondor” — the cat stretched and yawned 
— “will prowl through the ship all night, in 
company with your mate, Tilsin. It is 
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possible that your keen, animal senses might 
detect something outside the range of ours.” 

“Can I get some sleep now?” mewed the 
cat. “And will Mardee see that some saucers 
are left out for us?” 

“All right. Don’t forget to tell Tilsin, 
will you?” 

“Can we help?” asked Falsen. 

“Why not? You are guests here — but 
this . . . thing menaces you as much as it 
does us.” She said thoughtfully, “I’m still 
not happy about Canda and Weltin. I’m 
still not sure — ” 

“People do silly things,” said Falsen. 

“Yes. I suppose so. And it’s the last 
silly thing that they’ll do. Thank you, ladies, 
and you, Mr. Falsen and Miss Veerhausen. 
Stay with me, Mardee, and we will draw up 
our watch lists.” 

As they filed out of the room the woman 
Carlin fell in beside them. She said, rudely, 
“What do you know about the Mannschen 
Drive?” 

“Not much,” said Falsen shortly. “I didn’t 
invent the thing.” 

“But you were a navigator.” 

“No. Second pilot. Another five year’s 
service, and study, and school and I’d be 
qualified to sit for master astronaut. And 
not everybody who sits passes. Come to that 
— even our best navigators know only how 
to use and to service the Drive. The actual 
workings of it are a mystery.” 

“Come to my room,” said Carlin. 

She led the way to her cabin. Waited until 
her two guests were seated on the settee, 
then curled up in a large, overstaffed chair. 
She looked, thought Falsen, like a huge, 
sleek, slightly overfed cat. He disliked her, 
and knew that she disliked him. He was 
rather surprised when Carlin got up, went 
to a locker and produced a bottle and three 
of the little, spouted drinking vessels. The 
wine was heavy, and too sweet, and had a 
strong, spicy flavor that at once repelled 
and attracted. The second cup was much 
better than the first. 

“When you had the accident to your 
Drive,” said Carlin, “you said that people 
were — changed. In what way?” 

“What way would you expect?” coun- 
tered Falsen. “All sorts of odd things had 
happened to space-time, and there was a 
certain . . . reversal? No, that’s not the 
right word. Turning inside out is near 
enough.” 

“So the Temporal Precession had no 
effect?” 

How much does she know? thought 



Falsen. Is she the navigator of this packet? 
He said, hoping that his memory of what 
he had read of disasters on the interstellar 
tracks was accurate, “The only thing I 
noticed was that some of the clocks seemed 
to be running backwards. And the perspec- 
tive of things was — wrong. And the colors. 
Why do you ask?” 

“I have my — curiosity. After all, such a 
thing might happen to this ship at some 
time. Especially with our Earthbuilt Mark 
XVII unit.” 

“If you’re so clever,” said Falsen, “why 
don’t you build your own ships instead 
of buying our worn-out tonnage?” 

Carlin smiled cattily. “We regard our 
survey ships as being expendable. So when 
we can get cheap old crocks for the job — 
we do so.” 

“She’s a better ship than any of the space- 
faring boudoirs that are turned out by 
your yards!” flared Falsen. 

“At least,” said Carlin, “they don’t — 
stink." 

Falsen bit back the reply that he could 
have made so easily. He had been conscious 
for some time of the odor of the little cabin 
• — a smell that made him want to bare his 
teeth and snarl, that roused the urge to — 
kill. He glanced sidewise at Linda. She was 
conscious of it too — he could tell by the 
tenseness of the fine of her jaw, by the taut 
skin over her cheekbones, by the subtle 
shifting of skin and muscle that he could 
feel when he laid his hand lightly on her 
shoulder. 

He said: “Let’s go, Linda. We appre- 
ciated your hospitality, Lady Carlin — until 
you started to become insulting.” 

Carlin got to her feet. She said — and 
Falsen could not doubt her sincerity — “I’m 
sorry. But there’s a certain — incompatibility. 
After all, in spite of our outward resem- 
blance, we are members of different 
races — ” 

You don’t know how different — thought 
Falsen. 

He said, “Thank you, anyhow. Come, 
Linda.” 

Outside, in the alleyway, the door shut 
behind them, Linda said, "Phew! I couldn’t 
have stood it any longer in there. That 
horrid wine — and that horrid woman ! 
Better tell that chief officer of theirs to 
invest in about twenty tons of deodorant!” 

“She’s not the only one,” said Falsen. 
“There’re one or two of the officers and 
about six of the crew — But what was she 
driving at?” 
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“As she said,” suggested Linda, “just 
curious. After all — the disasters befalling 
others are almost as interesting as those 
befalling oneself — and far less dangerous.” 
“She’d have found the truth even more 
interesting.” 

“If she’d believed it. These people haven’t 
any frontiers of the dark in their Cosmos.” 
“I suppose not. I wonder why we should 
be the only ones?” 

“Some accident of radiation and muta- 
tion. Perhaps even an experiment by some 
race before history — or a race whose history 
went up in flames in some catastrophe that 
blasted them back to first beginnings.” 

“I suppose you know where we are?” 
“Frankly, no. I thought that you knew 
which way we were going. And if we didn’t 
want any Doralans they’d be treading all 
over our toes — and now we do want one 
they’ve all vanished.” 

“If we keep going down ladders, we’re 
bound to hit the right deck. Ah! Here’s 
a hatch!” 

“Storerooms,” said the girl, halfway 
down the ladder. “And” — wrinkling her 
nose — cats!” 

“Or cat,” amended Falsen. “One tom has 
a nuisance value out of all proportion to his 
size. Pondor!” he called. “Pondor!” 

“He’ll never come to you.” 

“He’s wise. If he did — I’d wring his neck.” 
“That was strong wine she gave us,” 
said Linda thoughtfully. “Watch your step, 
my dear, and I’ll watch mine. If we aren’t 
careful we’ll be doing something silly.” 
“Something moved ! ” snapped Falsen 
suddenly. “Look!” 

“The storkeeeper,” suggested Linda, but 
Falsen did not hear her words. He was 
attacking a pile of bales and cases like a 
terrier at a rat hole. As the girl watched 
he put all his strength into pushing a huge 
bale to one side, then squirmed into the 
aperture thus made. There was a brief scuffle, 
a cry of pain — and then Falsen backed out 
from the opening, dragging with him a limp. 
figure. It was dressed as were the other 
Doralans and to outward appearances was 
one of them. 

“Have you killed her?” asked Linda. 
“Her?” demanded Falsen. “Use your 
senses, woman. This isn’t a female.” 

“No . . . you’re right. A stowaway?” 
“Stowed away,” said Falsen. “But — by 
whom?” he laughed. “These people with 
their marvelous, matriarchal society! And 
yet one of them — perhaps even the Lady 



Mother herself — has brought along some 
company for her idle moments!” 

“Are you reporting it?” 

“Why should I? I might make enemies 
— open enemies. No, let ’em enjoy themselves 
while they can. It’s no skin off- our nose.” 
The little Doralan moaned and stirred, 
opened his eyes. He stared at the two Earth- 
lings, muttered something in his own lan- 
guage. He seemed to be making an appeal. 
Falsen said nothing in reply, made a gesture 
of dismissal. The stowaway scrambled to 
his feet, ran silently to a corner of the store- 
room. He seemed to melt into a stack of 
crates. 

“Somebody should be grateful to us,” said 
Linda. “But come on! We’ve still to find 
our way back to our own quarters.” 

It was fight in the big ship’s control room 
— light with the reflected glare from the 
big searchlights. All shutters around the 
greenhouse were down, and through them 
Falsen could see the featureless plain sur- 
rounding the ship, looking, in the harsh 
brilliance of the lamps, as though it were 
covered with fresh snow. Another glow, not 
of reflection, hung in the sky over where the 
Lady Mother’s bomb had destroyed the 
cave system. Falsen wondered what would 
have happened to himself and Linda if 
they had. been there when the bomb ex- 
ploded. It was an interesting problem. 

“It is very quiet,” said the Lady Mother. 
Falsen agreed with her. His keen ears 
could hear the subdued whine of the genera- 
tors that supplied the current for. the search- 
lights, could hear — but faintly — the soft 
breathing of the sleepers throughout the 
ship. He made a mental calculation — one 
hundred minus sixteen makes eighty-four; 
plus one stowaway — eightv-five. Six on deck 
watch, tw'o in the engine room, and the 
captain, leaves seventy-six sleepers. And 
Linda. 1 hope, he thought, she’s sleeping. 
Something padded almost silently along the 
alleyway outside the control room. Instinct 
made Falsen stiffen, reason told him to relax. 
Pondor crept in through the half open 
door, spat at Falsen in passing, rubbed 
against the Lady Mother’s legs. 

“Well, cat,” she asked, “is all well?” 

“I have a name,” said the animal. “1 wish 
you’d use it.” He condescended to allow the 
Lady Mother to tickle his ears. Then — “All 
is quiet,” he said. “I left Tilsin making her 
rounds of the lower deck.” 

Falsen, the very presence of the cat mak- 
ing him nervous, started to pace up and 
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down. Prenta came in, flashed him a smile 
and made a report to the captain in her 
own language. She fell in beside Falsen, 
tried to match her stride to his, tried to 
make conversation. Falsen answered in 
monosyllables, thought: Was it your boy 
friend we found, my dear? Is this why 
you’re being so nice to me? But I forgot, I 
saved your life. 

“It’s too quiet — ” said the Lady Mother 
suddenly. 

Falsen stopped his nervous pacing, stood 
still with every sense alert. He did not join 
the Doralans at the windows, in their scan- 
ning of every inch of the terrain with their 
high-powered binoculars. But - — There is 
something wrong, he thought. Linda ... I 
should have had her on watch with me. It 
would not have looked suspicious. Out of 
the corner of his eye he saw a little light 
flash on among the dark instruments, dis- 
missed it from his mind as something of 
no importance. But, in spite of the dismissal, 
its very presence was an irritation, a warn- 
ing. Falsen tried to remember the layout 
of the controls of the City-class liners, in one 
of which he had once served— then sud- 
denly realized what the little light was. He 
thought, The silly little fool! She shouldn’t. 

The sudden clangor of the alarms struck 
like a blow. The Doralans fell back from 
their windows, dropping their glasses with 
a clatter. The Lady Mother gripped Falsen’s 
arm, cried: “Look! The air lock door is 
open!” The man tore his attention away 
from the little, betraying light, followed the 
Doralans as they ran from the control 
room. 

Already the ship was in an uproar. Lights 
flashed on in every alleyway, through open 
doors poured the crew — in night attire, half 
dressed, but every woman among them 
armed. Somebody, somewhere, was already 
firing at something — the vicious, sharp 
crackle of the energy guns was distinctly 
audible above the tumult of near panic. 

I must be first, thought the man. 1 must 
be first on the scene. Perhaps, even now, 
I shall not be too late. Knocking down the 
little Doralans as he ran he buffeted his way 
through alleyways, down companionways. 
The air was thick with the smell of fear, 
of anger and, as he approached the deck 
where his own living quarters were situated, 
of blood. 

Carlin was beside him, running, her cat- 
face almost smiling, her cat’s eyes alight 
with excitement. Oddly, illogically, at this 
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moment Falsen felt a feeling of kinship with 
the Doralan, thought: 

She’s better than the others. She’s not 
frightened. Then he cursed her as, accidently 
or by intent, she tripped him. When he 
scrambled to his feet the chase had surged 
past and over him and the alleyway was 
deserted. He drew his pistol then and, walk- 
ing cautiously, made his way to the head 
of the companionway leading to the next 
deck — the deck on which he and Linda 
were living. As he walked he heard the 
babble of excited voices stilled by the clear, 
authoritative commands of the Lady Mother. 
He walked slowly, alert, ready to fight or 
fly, descended the companionway step by 
step. 

It was Prenta who met him when he was 
halfway down. She said, “Come quickly. 
But she will live, I think. She is asking for 
you.” 

“I was knocked down,” said Falsen. He 
quickened his pace, but feigned a limp. 

The crowd of Doralans parted to let 
Falsen through. There were bodies on the 
deck, which was slippery with blood. Each 
one had been torn and gashed and — dis- 
emboweled. Falsen shuddered. He forced 
himself to ignore them, walked slowly to 
where the girl was sprawled against the 
door to her own cabin with the Lady 
Mother and the ship’s surgeon bending over 
her. He tripped over something, half stum- 
bled, looked down and saw that it was 
Tilsin, Pondor’s mate — or what was left 
of Tilsin. Something had torn the animal’s 
head from its body. 

“Nick,” said Linda. 

Her face was pale beneath the blood, and 
there was blood on her shoulders and down 
the front of her body. Falsen looked at 
the deep gashes and wondered how they 
could have been inflicted. He said, his voice 
unemotional, “Well?” 

“She did it ! ” screamed Pondor. “She 
killed Tilsin!” 

Squalling, he launched himself upon the 
wounded girl, his claws reaching for her 
eyes. The Lady Mother caught him in mid- 
leap, held him at arm’s length while his 
scrabbling hind feet tried to rend her wrists. 
Violently, she threw him from her. There 
was a dull thud as he hit the bulkhead, and 
then his voice was upraised again in mewl- 
ing protest. “She did it. I know she did it. 
Kill her.” 

“Take him,” said the Lady Mother, “and 
lock him up until he comes to his senses.” 
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Her voice became gentle. “How is she, 
Magadia?” 

“She has lost some blood,” said the sur- 
geon. “But her injuries are little more than 
superficial.” Deftly she cleaned the wounds, 
sprayed them over with the quick-drying 
plastic skin. “Can you get her moved to her 
cabin?” she asked. 

Falsen followed the surgeon and the Lady 
Mother into Linda’s room. He walked to her 
bedside, caught her limp hand in his. He felt 
her fear, a blind fear that almost induced a 
like panic in himself. He said, “Don’t 
worry.” 

“Miss Veerhausen,” said the Lady 
Mother, “I am sorry to have to question 
you. But this has been — dreadful. Fifteen 
of my people murdered in their cabins, 
including my chief officer, another five in 
the alleyways. Can you tell me what 
happened?” 

“A . . . little,” said the girl. Falsen felt 
her hand tense in his. “I did not sleep well. 
And I woke up, feeling that something was 
wrong. There was a strange odor in the air. 

I got up and went out — and something 
attacked me.” 

“What was it like?” 

“I don’t know. It had teeth, and claws. 
It was like an earthly tiger, but not the 
same. It seemed to run on its hind legs 
only — ” 

“Was there more than one?” 

“Yes. I’m almost sure that I saw others 
while I was fighting it off.” 

“Miss Veerhausen?” The words cracked 
like a whip lash. “Did you open the air 
lock doors?” 

The girl’s eyes opened wide in an amaze- 
ment that, thought Falsen, must convince 
almost anybody. “Of course not,” she said. 

Prenta slipped silently into the room. 
“Lady Mother,” she said, “there’s blood on 
the moss under the air lock door. I followed 
the trail as far as I could, then it faded 
out. What shall we do?” 

“Order out the helicopters. Go in one 
yourself. Fly in the direction indicated by 
the trail.” She turned to Falsen, who felt 
an acute stab of pity at the sight of the 
pale, careworn face. “What else can we 
do?” 

“You were a fool,” said Falsen. “You 
tried to do too much by yourself. You 
could have ruined everything.” 

“But, Nick, I didn’t. Oh, I did kill Tilsin 
— the sound of her padding up and down 
outside was driving me frantic. Then, while 
I was dealing with her, this other . . . thing 



jumped me. Luckily I was . . . prepared, so 
I could fight it off.” 

“A cross between a kangaroo and a 
tiger!” scoffed the man. “That’s even better 
than your big gray beast with the armor- 
plated hide! Save these tales for the Dora- 
lans.” 

“No,” she said. “Why should I lie to — 
you? This planet has got dangerous beasts, 
after all.” She started to laugh. “Funny isn’t 
it?” 

“It’s not so funny. But — it suits us. 
Anything, everything will be blamed now 
on these . . . these . . . Antareans? As good 
a name as any. But we shall have to be 
careful still.” 

“There’s somebody at the door,” the girl 
said suddenly. “Come in!” 

It was the Lady Mother. She said 
abruptly, “I have called the roll. I have 
taken account of all those killed. But, even 
so, there are three of my women missing.” 

“Could they,” suggested Falsen, “have 
been eaten entirely?” 

“I thought that myself at first. But Carlin 
tells me that she saw them being dragged 
away from the ship by the beasts that 
attacked. Carlin thinks that they were still 
living.” 

“But why should they take prisoners?” 

“That puzzled me, too. But I have a 
fairly clear idea now as to what the things 
are really like. Funnily enough, they’re re- 
markably similar to one of our own animals 
— a beast that is now extinct save for a 
few specimens in zoos. The simbor, we call 
it, and in its wild state it was carnivorous. 
And in its wild state it used to carry living 
victims back to its lair for its young. It 
would cripple them so that they could not 
escape, and sometimes it would be days 
before they were eaten.” 

“There couldn’t possibly be any . . . what 
was the name? . . . simbor s here,” said 
Falsen. 

“Oh, I know, I know. But there is parallel 
evolution. You and I are examples of that. 
And, you must admit, similar habits often 
go with a similar external appearance.” 

“Could be.” 

“Prenta’s helicopter has returned. She 
reports that she has seen the beasts, two of 
them, in a crater to the southwestward. 
She opened fire on them, but they bolted 
for cover in time. She thinks that she saw, 
too, one of our people — but the creatures 
dragged her down into a narrow opening 
between the rocks.” She paused. “I want 
my three subjects back alive. And I want 
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these bloodthirsty beasts exterminated. I’m 
stripping the ship, Mr. Falsen, of all hands 
but the merest skeleton of a watch. Both 
helicopters will go, and the bulk of the 
party will proceed on foot. You have shown 
your skill in the past. I should like you to 
lead the ground forces.” 

“I want to go, too,” said Linda. 

“But you are wounded,” said the Lady 
Mother. 

“I was,” said the girl. “But you don’t 
know just how tough we are.” 

The Lady Mother bent to examine 
Linda’s wounds, the scars of which were 
visible under the transparent, plastic skin. 
She said, “That is remarkable. If you feel 
fit enough — ” 

“But I do. And I want my reveuge.” 
“As you wish, then. Please report to my 
cabin with Mr. Falsen for instructions.” 
The instructions were brief and to the 
point. The helicopters were to guide the 
ground party and also to act as air cover. 
The ground forces were to press into every 
tunnel, opening immediate fire on anything 
and everything that moved. The ship’s 
armorers had been working on the Doralan 
energy guns, had tuned them so that they 
were just short of being as great a danger 
to the marksman as to the target, so that, 
in fact, one sustained action would inevit- 
ably burn them out. Meanwhile, one of 
the helicopters would carry a bomb similar 
to that employed before. After the three 
Doralans had been rescued — -or after proof 
positive of their deaths had been found — 
the bomb would be used. 

The sun was already up when the two 
helicopters took the air, when the ground 
party clambered down the ladder from the 
after air lock to the spongy soil of the 
hostile planet. Carlin was in charge of the 
bomb-carrying aircraft, another officer, 
who had flown with Prenta when she dis- 
covered the lair of the Antareans, com- 
manded the other. Prenta herself marched 
with Falsen and Linda Veerhausen. 

“Tell me, Prenta,” said Falsen, “how did 
you find the things? This crater of theirs 
must be out of range of our lights.” 

“It is. But one of the prisoners was using 
a pocket torch, and, as luck would have 
it, we saw the feeble glimmer of it. And 
Merru, who flew with me, had suggested 
that the crater — we found it on our first 
survey flight — might be where the things 
were living.” 

For a while they marched in silence, then 
Prenta said, “I saw them only by the light 
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of our flares. But I could have sworn that 
they were simbors.” 

“Impossible,” said Falsen. “Unless you 
brought them with you.” 

“Impossible!” snapped Prenta. Then she 
started to laugh. “You were joking.” 

“Of course. You people couldn’t bring 
half such queer things with you as ours do.” 
Conversation flagged then, a fragile plant 
wilting in the steamy heat. The party 
marched on and on, possessed by a sense 
of urgency. Ahead of them the helicopters 
soared and dipped, the steady humming of 
their rotors hypnotic so, at the finish, the 
ground party marched as in a dream. Falsen 
was hardly interested when, at last, the flat 
horizon ahead was broken by a low, serrated 
ridge. He had literally to force himself into 
a state of alertness, discovered that the mere 
act of drawing his pistol taxed all his 
reserves of will power. By his side trudged 
Prenta and Linda, both of them, to outward 
appearance at least, more than half asleep. 
He had to shout at them to arouse them — 
and they, in turn, had to bully those follow- 
ing into complete wakefulness. 

“Tell the helicopters,” Falsen ordered 
Prenta, “that we’re having a breather before 
we attack. Tell them to let us know if they 
see any signs of life.” 

Prenta called her radio operator to her 
side, passed the orders on to her in her 
own language. Ahead of them the two 
helicopters dipped and hovered. The opera- 
tor said a few words and then listened. 
Again, briefly, she spoke, then turned to 
Prenta and passed on to her what had been 
said by those in the aircraft. 

“No signs of life or movement,” reported 
Prenta. 

“I rather think,” said Falsen, “that they 
sleep by day.” 

“Never mind when they sleep,” said 
Prenta. “Haven’t we rested long enough?” 
“All right, we have. Pass the word for 
the crater to be encircled. Tell the heli- 
copters what we’re doing.” 

Falsen stood and watched the little, red- 
cloaked women, obedient to his command, 
straggling out into a line that would sur- 
round the crater and all that it might con- 
tain. Tm getting fond of the little beasts, he 
thought, and that won’t do at all. He looked 
down from his superior height at Prenta, 
watched her face as she snapped orders, 
noticed the capable way in which she held 
the weapon that she had already drawn. He 
felt a sudden, strange pride, and regret, and 
his active mind was already considering 
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schemes in which marooning was an alter- 
native to death. 

“This is fun,” said Linda, a bright spot 
of color on either cheek relieving the pallor 
of her face. “But I wish we could hunt 
them our way.” 

“What is your way?” asked Prenta. “We 
are under your orders, you know.” 

“On elephants,” said Falsen quickly. “But 
I don’t suppose that anybody has brought 
them along.” 

Prenta’s radio operator was in touch with 
her similarly equipped sisters. She made a 
report to Prenta, who said, “The encircle- 
ment is complete.” 

“All right. Give the word that all weapons 
are to be ready. Give the word to advance.” 

Slowly they climbed the gentle slope, 
pausing to examine every boulder. There 
was a sudden, sharp crackle of fire to the 
right; and a large rock shattered and a 
small lizard-thing killed. A considerable 
area of the mosslike growth was set on 
fire. Falsen ordered greater caution — won- 
dering, as he did so, if he were making a 
wise command. This was war, he told him- 
self, and the old principle of firing first and 
asking questions afterwards still held good. 
He thought, I’m a fool. I should be in one 
of those helicopters, running the show from 
up top. But it wouldn’t be the same. 

Falsen’s sector of the line topped the 
crater rim — paused for a minute until the 
others had done so. Falsen surveyed the 
shallow depression, the saucer shaped 
hollow, his eye noting the boulders that 
would serve as cover, the rocks that might 
mask the entrances of caves. He saw a 
splash of scarlet on the gray ground, de- 
cided that it must be the cloak of one of 
those taken by the beasts. Opposite him, 
from the other side of the crater, somebody 
fired. The beam of the weapon was barely 
visible — but the flare of the disintegrating 
boulder was blinding. The sharp crackle 
of the bolt followed by sudden thunder — 
and by an almost human scream. From 
where the boulder had been something ran, 
something that progressed in almost 
kangaroolike hops. Yet, Falsen decided as 
he saw it over the sights of his gun, it had 
a leonine head and body. 

“You missed,” said Linda. “We all 
missed.” 

Falsen blinked his smarting eyes. “Which 
way did it go?” 

“Between those rocks.” 

“Must be a cave. Anything from the 
helicopters, Prenta?” 



“Yes. They reported the thing after we’d 
all shot at it.” 

“What now?” asked Linda. 

“We continue to advance. Tell them, 
Prenta, to post a strong guard over every 
cave mouth, every possible hole. After we’ve 
got them all located we call for volunteers.” 
The going was hard — harder still when 
one hand was needed to grip a weapon, 
when undivided attention could not be 
given to the secure placing of feet. At the 
finish about two thirds of Falsen’s force met 
in the center of the crater — the rest having 
been left at various points to watch the 
mouths of caves and tunnels. And here, 
almost equidistant from all points of the 
crater rim, was the most promising cave 
of all, a tunnel sloping down into the black- 
ness at not too steep an angle, an almost 
horizontal shaft floored with a damp pumice 
dust, on the surface of which were the 
almost human footprints of the Doralans 
and other marks, larger, like those of an 
earthly lion. 

Already Prenta held a torch in her left 
hand, her pistol ready in her right. Already 
the Doralans were quarreling among them- 
selves as to whom should descend to the 
rescue of their shipmates. But Falsen was 
not happy about it — neither, he saw and 
sensed, was Linda. It was all too easy, 
somehow. There was a trap — he was sure 
of that. A trap baited with footprints, with 
a rag of scarlet cloak. And there were marks 
just inside the tunnel entrance that, to his 
acute senses, begged for investigation. 

He said to Prenta: 'Get that boulder 

shifted. I think it will roll I know it will.” 
Four of the Doralans laid hands on the 
rock, contrived to get their fingers into 
inequalities of its surface. It was stubborn 
at first, and then it came easily. Behind it 
was a smaller cave — a mere niche, rather — 
and in it were three huddled bodies, the 
three missing Doralans. Two of them were 
fully clad, the third was naked. They were 
alive. 

Willing hands lifted them, carried them 
out to the open air. They seemed too dazed 
to speak. Prenta stilled the excited babble 
of the rescue party with one sharp order, 
then turned to Falsen. She said, “We’ve 
done what we set out to do. The bomb?” 
“Those were the Lady Mother’s orders.” 
The bomb-carrying helicopter was already 
dropping, the roar of its rotors making 
further conversation impossible. Looking 
up, Falsen saw the woman Carlin peering 
from the cabin of the thing, decided, when 
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he saw the expression of triumph on her 
face, that the three rescued Doralans must 
be especial friends of hers. With a creaking 
of landing gear the helicopter grounded. The 
cabin door opened. Moving swiftly and 
efficiently the aircraft’s crew passed the 
three ex-captives into their ship. The rotors 
started to spin again, the ship to lift. 

“What about the bomb, Carlin?” shouted 
Falsen. 

“You shall have it!” she screamed in 
reply. 

From the open cabin door toppled the 
shining metal cylinder, striking the rocky 
ground with a dull clang, rolling a few feet 
before it fetched up against a boulder. 

As the helicopter drifted overhead Falsen 
turned to Linda and bellowed, “Jump!” 
At the very peak of his own leap his 
outstretched fingers caught the horizontal 
struts of the undercarriage, caught and 
held. For long seconds he hung there, his 
body buffeted by the slipstream; dimly he 
realized that Linda was beside him. Work- 
ing slowly, carefully, he succeeded in trans- 
ferring the grip of one of his hands to a 
vertical member of the undercarriage; first 
one hand, and then the other, and then 
he was able to pull himself up until he was 
sitting, insecurely, on the cross strut. Using 
his right hand only he got a firm hold of 
Linda, pulled her up until she was seated 
beside him. 

They looked down. Below them, in the 
crater, the scarlet clad Doralans were getting 
out, and fast. Only one of them had not 
joined the general panic, and that one was 
Prenta. Grimly, intently, she was working 
at the gleaming cylinder left by Carlin, 
worrying at it like some small, conscientious 
terrier at a rat hole. Whether to defuse, 
whether to procure a premature burst and 
thus involve the helicopter and its crew in 
the explosion, Falsen never found out. 

There was the other helicopter still to 
be reckoned with. It came dropping down 
on Carlin’s ship like a noisy falcon, all its 
guns spitting bolts of energy. There was the 
smell of ozone, the acrid stink of hot metal. 
But Carlin did not falter in her flight, held 
the nose of her craft steady on that point 
of the horizon beyond which lay the ship. 
And then, suddenly, one of her guns began 
to speak — not a mere projector of electrical 
forces, all but ineffective against a metal 
hull, but an old-fashioned weapon firing 
solid slugs of metal. Abruptly the other 
aircraft fell within Falsen’s field of view, 
and he saw that the shining aluminium of 



its hull was perforated, and as he watched 
a great piece broke off its whirling vanes 
and gyrated earthward. And with the shat- 
tering of its rotor the helicopter faltered, 
faltered and fell, following its own wreck- 
age in unsteady, wavering descent, accelerat- 
ing wildly and suddenly towards the end so 
that where it fell there was a sudden geyser 
of water and mud — followed, after a 
moment, by a second, high climbing geyser 
of flame and steam. 

Linda Veerhausen clutched Falsen’s arm, 
her nails digging painfully into his flesh. 
She screamed, trying to make herself heard 
above the slipstream, the roaring rotors, 
“What . . . what are they doing?” 

“I ... I don’t . . . know. Mutiny—” 

He looked astern, to where the low crater 
had already dipped beneath the horizon. 
He saw the flash, the beginnings of the 
flash, and shut his eyes. When he opened 
them there was the climbing column of 
flame-shot smoke, reaching up to and 
through the overcast. Then the wind came 
— the hot, searing wind that lifted the heli- 
copter like a toy, that drove the aircraft 
before it like a dead leaf before an autumnal 
gale. He clung to his strut with one hand, 
kept his other arm tightly around the girl’s 
waist. With the wind came the thunder, 
peal after dreadful peal, beating at them 
like blows from a giant’s hammer, threaten- 
ing to tear their desperate grasp from the 
frail construction of light metal that still, 
miraculously, kept its course and even keel. 

Prenta must be dead, thought Falsen 
numbly. Prenta, and all her people. He was 
sorry, in his way — although, he told himself, 
this woman Carlin had, by her mutiny, 
made things so much easier for himself and 
Linda. He did not fear the energy guns of 
the Doralans, although their possession 
and use of old-fashioned machine guns 
caused him a certain degree of apprehension. 
But, he told himself, they would never have 
the right ammunition for them. The need 
for ammunition of that kind could never 
exist, possibly, in more than one world of 
the galaxy. 

Astern the column of smoke still stood 
high and dreadful in the sky but, save for 
a certain hot, gusty turbulence the air was 
almost calm again, and the sullen thunders 
of the bomb were now no more than a dis- 
tant, forbidding rumbling. And ahead the 
ship lifted above the horizon line — a tower 
of dull-gleaming metal, the wandering home 
of a new race, the great, sky-faring argosy 
that would bear them to the last frontier of 
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the dark. A fortress it was, too — a fortress 
of the snug, secure interstellar civilization, 
a fortress that had fallen, or was soon to 
fall, by the treachery of its own people. 

The helicopter was flying lower now, 
losing altitude steadily, barely skimming, it 
seemed, the mossy surface of the Antarean 
planet, the scum covered surface of the 
stagnant pools. Falsen noticed this, shouted 
to Linda, “We shall have to drop!” 
“Why?” 

“Carlin’s bound to find us when she 
lands! We’ll approach the ship on foot!” 
Swiftly they approached one of the pools 
— almost a lake it was, hundreds of feet 
across. Falsen waited until the helicopter 
was almost above its nearer shore, then 
wriggled down from his sitting posture 
until he was hanging, once more, by his 
hands. He waited until the girl had followed 
his example, then shouted, “Now!” 
Together they let go, together they fell, 
hitting the water with barely a splash, slid- 
ing deep, deep down below its surface. 
Falsen felt his feet touch soft mud, kicked 
out and, long seconds later, broke through 
to the light and air. He was afraid that 
Carlin or one of her women would have 
seen him, would have brought the aircraft 
back to deal with the two survivors of the 
massacre in the crater but, he was relieved 
to see the helicopter still flew onward 
heedlessly and straight for the ship. 

There was a splash beside him, a splash 
and a splutter as Linda broke surface. She 
shook her head to throw the wet hair 
away from her eyes, gasped, “What now?” 
Falsen tread water. He said, speaking 
jerkily, “We’ll swim for the shore — this way. 
If they do come back for us, we can dive.” 
Side by side they struck out, swimming 
in a silence broken only by the splashing of 
their passage and their sharp breathing. Side 
by side they reached the lake edge, the 
shore that was no more than the gradual, 
unpleasant merging of land and water. Side 
by side they scrambled out and stood, 
muddy and dripping, regarding each other. 

“There will only be a few of them,” said 
Linda at last. 

“Yes. We must be ready to fight — any 
way.” 

In silence they stripped. Linda Veer- 
hausen made as though to resume her 
holstered belt, then thought better of it. 
She took the pistol from the holster instead, 
held it ready in her right hand. Falsen did 
likewise. Naked and muddy, weapons ready, 
they trudged slowly and warily over the 



spongy, mossy terrain, through the gather- 
ing night to the bright lamps that marked 
the ship. 

Carlin had no guards out, although there 
was one member of the survey ship’s com- 
plement who sat, miserable and terrified in 
the mud, staring towards the bright lights 
that marked what had been, what never 
again would be, his home. Linda pounced 
upon him before he was aware of their 
coming, held him high, squeezing him with 
deliberate cruelty. 

Pondor spat and scratched, cursed the 
girl in the Doralan tongue, then lapsed 
into English. He said, his mewing voice 
little more than a whimper, “They are 
killing, killing — They have killed the Lady 
Mother.” 

Falsen felt rage surge up within him. 
He had known that he himself must, at the 
end, slay the foreign woman, the kindly, 
tolerant captain of the Doralan ship — but 
he hated Carlin for having done what he 
himself could not have escaped doing. 
Besides, he told himself, I’m different. Carlin 
is not. He said, his voice cold, “We shall 
kill them.” 

“Be careful!” squealed Pondor, “they 
are — ” 

His voice died in a choking gurgle as 
Linda’s teeth found his throat. The girl 
threw the little, lifeless body to one side. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” said 
Falsen sharply. “He was trying to warn us 
of something.” 

“I hated the beast anyhow. May as well 
kill him now as later.” 

It was dark now, but the glaring lights 
from the ship threw every prominent object 
into sharp relief. Falsen realized that he was 
a prominent object, that both he and the 
girl were prominent objects, that their pale, 
naked skins must stand out against the 
surrounding grayness as though luminous. 
He said, “We’re too conspicious. We shall 
have to change.” 

“What about our pistols?” 

“Carry them in our mouths.” 

He watched her, watched the white flesh 
creep and shift, darken and change. He felt 
the pain that was not a pain, the sense of 
freedom that was, at the same time, a sense 
of bondage. He dropped his pistol when he 
could hold it no longer, then picked it up 
between his teeth. Crouching low, moving 
swiftly and silently, a gray shadow among 
the gray shadows, he led the way to the 
square of yellow light that was the air lock 
door. The smell of warm machinery, of 
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lifeless, inanimate metal, was strong and re- 
pugnant in his nostrils, and the smell of 
warm flesh and blood was strong — but not 
repugnant. The last few yards of the journey 
he made on his belly and then, only a foot 
or so from the ladder into the ship, he 
crouched motionless, listening and — feeling. 

Carlin, he thought, must be lax. There 
was nobody on guard in the air lock. She 
must be certain that he and Linda had 
perished in the explosion. But what of the 
cat-things, the carnivorous beasts indigenous 
to this planet whose bloody ravages had 
given Carlin the opportunity for her 
treachery? Perhaps, he thought, with hope 
and disappointment, they’ve all killed each 
other. 

Once again the sense of loss and gain, 
the queer, painful ecstacy — -and Falsen stood 
erect, picked up the pistol that had fallen 
from his mouth. He looked around, saw 
that the girl had followed his example. 
Swiftly, silently, he climbed the ladder to 
the air lock door, clambered into the ship. 
The air lock itself was, as he had known it 
would be, deserted — and so was the alley- 
way beyond it — and the companionway 
leading from it to the next deck above. And 
yet the ship was not — dead. It pulsed with 
unseen life, with unseen, inimical life, spoke 
vaguely yet threateningly of the menace that 
lay just beyond that bend of the alleyway, 
that lurked just at the top of this companion- 
way. Linda was beginning to whimper softly, 
but Falsen said, “We must go on. We must 
go on. After all — they can’t hurt us.” 

And so they climbed, deck after deck, 
alleyway after alleyway, smelling, now and 
again, the death that had come to those 
loyal to the Lady Mother — yet finding no- 
where any other evidence of death, no 
bloodstains, no charred and contorted 
bodies, nothing but the dead, yet alive, 
ominous emptiness. 

And so they climbed, deck after deck, 
until at last they stood in the alleyway 
outside what had been the captain’s 
quarters. From behind the closed door they 
heard voices — low, indistinct, speaking in 
the Doralan language. Pistols ready, the two 
Earthlings approached the door, their bare 
feet silent on the soft, plastic deck covering, 
hoping that the automatic control of the 
door was still working, that Carlin, hearing 
them knock, would absently-mindedly utter 
the words that would cause it to open. 

Falsen knocked — and a voice inside, 
Carlin’s, said the words. The door opened. 

“I could kill you now,” said Falsen, his 



pistol covering the group behind and around 
the big desk. “I could kill you now — and 
I shall kill you later. But I want you to 
know who is killing you, and why. It should 
help to make your last moments uneasier.” 
He looked at the group behind and 
around the big desk — at Carlin lolling at 
ease, smoothly insolent even now, at the 
other five women, at the six men, one of 
whom was the stowaway found by himself 
and Linda. And he hated them, the fat, 
satisfied sleekness of them, and the treachery' 
that had brought them to where they now 
sat and stood, masters and mistresses of a 
huge, sky-cleaving ship in which they could 
escape, in which they would have escaped 
had it not been for the intervention of the 
man and woman from Earth, the justice of 
their kind. 

“You,” said Carlin, “are as bad as we.” 
“No,” snarled Falsen. “We should never 
have killed the Lady Mother. We should 
never have murdered our shipmates with a 
bomb.” 

"You might not have done so. But could 
you answer for your . . . companion?” 

“So you know?” 

“So we know — what? All right, then. 
We aren’t fools, Mr. Falsen. We aren’t all 
like our late, sorely lamented Lady Mother. 
We know your language, we read your 
books. We learn of your rather intriguing 
legends. And we know, as you know that 
the Drive does queer things to Time as 
well as to Space, and that if there is a 
tendency towards atavism — It was Pondor 
who put me on the right track. He told the 
Lady Mother of his suspicions at first — but 
she, poor fool, would not believe him. So 
he came squealing to me. I didn’t believe 
him either — officially.” 

“Believe what?" demanded Falsen, his 
grip tightening on his pistol. He felt that 
things were going wrong, that this little 
group of Doralans, regarding him steadily 
with their big luminous eyes, were playing 
with him. His gaze flickered to Linda, stand- 
ing close beside him. He noticed the white 
tautness of the knuckles of her pistol hand, 
sensed the unease of her Shoot! screamed a 
voice in his brain. Shoot, and get it over 
with. 

“You were marooned, of course,” went 
on Carlin, “from your ship, or ships. It 
doesn’t matter. They should have killed 
you. But perhaps they couldn’t. I’m rather 
intrigued to see that you survived the bomb. 
But we didn’t expect you here so soon.” 
“We came back with you,” Falsen told 
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her. “Riding the undercarriage of your 
helicopter.” 

“Indeed? I had assumed that you had 
lost your clothing in the blast.” 

“We took off our clothing,” snarled Fal- 
sen, “so that we could — fight! Just as we 
did the first time, in the caves.” 

“Oh? So it was you. An almost masterly 
piece of planning that — especially making 
sure that there was one survivor of our 
people to tell the tale. You know, Falsen, 
we could almost respect you.” 

Shoot! screamed the voice in his brain. 
Shoot! 

The hand holding the pistol had dropped 
slightly. He raised it, pointing the muzzle 
squarely at Carlin. He was about to fire 
when, “Don’t,” said Linda. “/ want her. the 
other way.” 

Carlin smiled. “Yours is the dominant 
sex,” she said. “Why don’t you smack her 
down? You know,” she went on, “we’ve 
found the pair of you most useful. Your 
activities served to lay a most confusing 
smoke screen. And now the ship is ours.” 
“Was yours,” corrected Falsen. “Anyhow, 
just what did you intend doing with her?” 
“There are worlds,” said Carlin, “out 
towards the Rim. Wild worlds that will not 
be colonized for generations. Worlds where 
we”- — and her voice caressed all those stand- 
ing around her — “can lead the kind of life 
that we were meant to lead.” 

“And that,” said Falsen, “is the very 
reason why we are taking your ship.” 

He stared at the hateful face before him 
— the grave, unsmiling cat’s face, the big 
unwinking eyes. His thumb pressed the 
firing stud of the pistol. The crackling bolt 
leaped out, played briefly over Carlin, then 
passed on to the Doralan at her left hand, 
paused and passed on — paused and passed 
on. At his side Linda was firing — first at 
Carlin, then at the people on her right. 
With a thud the big desk burst into flames, 
flared briefly, smoldered redly and smokily. 
The air stank of ozone, of charred wood 
and fabric, scorched paint — 

Through the acrid fumes he stared at 
the hateful face before him — the grave, 
unsmiling cat’s face, the big, unwinking 
eyes. 

“You never bothered to learn our lan- 
guage, did you?” asked Carlin. “And if 
you had, you’d never have bothered to 
read our books, to study our history and 
mythology.” She smiled briefly, showing very 
white teeth. “I must admit that, luckily for 



us, our people haven’t been quite so quick 
on the uptake as yours. A certain effect of 
the Interstellar Drive, of its temporal pre- 
cession, has, so far, escaped their notice. 
They do not know, as your authorities 
know, as we know, how short a way we 
have come from the frontier of the dark — ” 

Falsen kept a tight grip on his useless 
weapon. “I don’t Understand,” he said, 
understanding only too well, the last pieces 
of the jigsaw puzzle falling into place, with 
inexorable logic, in his mind. “I don’t 
understand.” 

“But you do,” said Carlin. “You must.” 
Her little pointed red tongue flickered out 
between her red lips, flickered briefly over 
her lips. She said, “I am glad you came. 
We are enjoying this.” 

She gave a brief order to her people, two 
of whom, a man and a woman, cast aside 
the scorched and still smoldering remnants 
of their clothing. With fascinated, horrified 
eyes Falsen and Linda Veerhausen watched 
them, watched the firm, golden flesh creep 
and shift and change, watched the terrifying 
metamorphosis of humanoid into simbor. 
Standing erect, the tiger-like animals snarled 
at them wordlessly, extended the long, razor- 
sharp claws of their fore paws. Snarling, 
Falsen hurled his pistol at one of them. The 
beast evaded the missile easily, then fell 
into a crouch preparatory for the killing 
spring. 

Falsen snarled back at the simbor, and 
by his side the girl snarled, too. He fell to 
all fours as he changed, as he sloughed off 
the remaining shreds of his humanity. At 
least, he thought, it will be a good fight. 
And we might even — who knows? — win 
after all. They're only — cats. He was aware 
of Linda beside him, changed too, the fur 
of her body erect and bristling, the lips 
drawn back from the sharp teeth as she 
growled deeply and ominously in her throat. 

Carlin chuckled. “Yes,” she said, “it 
would have been a good fight, and I should 
have liked to have watched it, even to have 
taken part in it. But I have so few, Falsen, 
with whom to start my colony.” 

Her hand came, up from beneath the 
smoking ruins of the desk holding a pistol 
— not one of the energy guns, but a huge, 
old-fashioned weapon that could well have 
come from some museum. She said, “Luckily 
the cartridges didn’t explode — ” Then, as 
she fired, “Silver bullets, of course.” 

The larger of the two werewolves died 
scrabbling vainly at the door. The -other, his 
mate, was struck down in mid-leap. 
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T HE rocket waited on the ramp at mid- 
night. Floodlights bathed the area in 
glaring brilliance, while around the outer 
circle of barbed wire entanglements, guards 
stood watching the night. A staff car crept 
through the gate, then purred toward a low 
tar-papered building where several other 
vehicles sat idle in the parking area. When 
the staff car stopped, and a middle-aged 
colonel climbed out, a loud-speaker croaked 
from the gable of the building: 

“One hour before Zero. Dr. Gedrin, 
Colonel Denin, and Major Long, please 
report to Briefing. One hour before Zero.” 
The colonel paused a moment beside his 
car and nodded to the WAC chauffeur. 
“Take the heap back, sergeant. I won’t need 
it again — not for a long time at least. And 
— take care of yourself.” 

She glanced at the building shadow of 
the rocket and made a wry mouth, shaking 
her head doubtfully. 

“Sergeant ! ” 

“Sorry, sir! I was just thinking — ” She 
saw his frown and decided to keep her 
thoughts to herself. “Well — good luck, sir.” 
She tossed him a last salute and backed 
away. 

The colonel, a gangling man with a bony 
face and an unmilitary stoop, turned to 
glance at the cars parked before the Brief- 
ing building. There was the general’s, and 
the long black limousine used by the 
Secretary of Defense. They were men who 
were going back to their beds this night. 
He eyed the rocket briefly, then strode 
toward the door of the Briefing building. A 
young major with command pilot’s wings 
was lounging in the entrance. 

“Hi, Dennie,” he drawled with twisted 
grin. “Said your prayers?” 

Colonel Denin punched his shoulder 
lightly in awkward greeting. “Yeah. I have 
got it figured out. We’re just leaving it up 
to you.” His voice was a melancholy bari- 
tone, edged as always with a slight sourness. 

The major shifted restlessly, and his grin 
was nervous. “Now I know how the Wright 
Brothers felt. Dennie, I’m jumpy.” 

“Why?” 

He nodded toward the slender black shaft 
whose nose aimed skyward. “Me flying 
that thing is like a Ubangi jumping in a 
Cadillac and taking off through New York 
traffic.” 



“Somebody’s got to do everything for a 
first time.” 

The major studied Denin’s dark, Lin- 
colnesque face for a moment. “Aren’t you 
worried?” 

“Moderately. But not about your ability 
to fly it. The controls have been analogized 
to those of atmospheric rockets. And we’ve 
gotten pilotless rockets to the Moon before. 
You’re just replacing some of the automatics, 
Jim.” 

Jim Long thoughtfully lit a cigarette and 
blew smoke toward the sky. “One thing 
bothers me.” 

“What?” 

“You.” 

A faint smile of amusement twitched 
about the colonel’s thin mouth, and his 
dark, deep-set eyes gathered wrinkles about 
their corners. “You think I can’t navigate?” 
Long snorted. “Don’t play games. You 
know that’s not what I mean.” 

“What, then?” 

Long stared at him challengingly. “I think 
you’re up to something, Dennie. I don’t 
know what it is, but I can watch you and 
see it. The whole world’s got its fingers 
crossed about tonight, and about the Voice. 
But you’re cool as ice. Cocksure. Why?” 
Denin shrugged slowly. The faint smile 
lingered. “Maybe I’m jumpy inside,” he 
offered. “Maybe it just doesn’t show.” 

Long fell silent, eyeing him clinically. 
Here was the impassioned man who had 
spent his life working against bitter opposi- 
tion for the launching of the first Lunar 
rocket. He had been a general during the 
last war, and helped build and launch the 
first pilotless rockets which had cleared 
Earth’s gravity and helped end the conflict 
by the mere threat of transatmospheric 
attack. But then when the war was over. 
Congress had displayed no inclination to 
finance a piloted ship. The investment 
promised no returns. Denin had taken to 
the stump-circuit, speaking directly to the 
nation, and bitterly condemning the politi- 
cians who were consigning Man per- 
manently to Earth for financial reasons. He 
had been broken in rank and suspended 
from the service. Now he was back, and he 
had won, but only because of the “Voice,” 
blaring out of space unexpectedly, speaking 
a language to which there was no key. 
“Maybe I’m wrong,” Long grunted. 
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“Maybe you’re just tickled because you’ve 
won — if you call it winning.” 

Denin’s smile faded. “Uh-uh, Jim,” he 
said sadly. “ Man’s won . Not me. Space 
opens tonight.” 

“You’ve helped a little,” the major 
grunted dryly. Then he paused, mouth 
open, thinking. “What you just said : ‘ Man’s 
won.’ That’s what I mean— by cocksure. A 
lot of people don’t even think of it as a 
delegation, waving a white flag to a possible 
enemy. What makes you so sure of your- 
self?” 

The loud-speaker blurted again, cutting 
into their conversation. “Fifty minutes be- 
fore Zero. Denin and Long, report to 
Briefing. Guards are requested to clear red 
area of all maintenance personnel. All non- 
coded personnel are requested to leave 
immediately. Red area now under secrecy 
quarantine . Fifty minutes before Zero." 

“Guess Gedrin’s already inside,” the 
colonel grunted. “Let’s go.” 

They flashed their credentials to the inside 
guard and strode down the corridor toward 
the lighted Briefing room. The pilot wore a 
puzzled frown. 

“Dennie,” he said suddenly, “do you 
know what’s secret aboard the ship?” 



The colonel hesitated, then nodded 
affirmatively. “Yeah, I know.” 

“That why you’re cocksure?” 

“Maybe. If I am. Maybe not. You’ll find 
out, Jim.” 

The others were waiting when they 
entered: Secretary Eserly, thin, graying and 
impeccably tailored; General Werli, Com- 
mander of the Air Force; and Dr. Gedrin, 
linguist for the expedition. Eserly came for- 
ward to shake hands with the newcomers, 
then sat at the end of a long table and 
extracted several papers from his briefcase. 
He spoke quietly, informally. 

“I have here your signed pledges, gentle- 
men. Would any of you like a rereading 
of them?” His blue-gray eyes flitted around 
the table, fingering on Denin, Gredin, and 
Long; each in turn murmured negatively. 

“Very well, but let me remind you again 
of what you have signed. You have stated 
that you have no philosophic or religious 
objections to deliberate self-destruction if 
it will secure a world goal. I can tell you 
now, this may become necessary. Do any 
of you wish to modify your pledge in any 
way?” 

Only Gedrin, a chubby, scholarly little 
man in his fifties murmured surprise. Long 
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glanced sharply at Denin, whose face re- 
mained masklike, unconcerned. 

“This has been put off until the last 
minute,” Eserly went on, “for obvious 
security reasons. If the beings behind ‘the 
Voice’ became aware that we might be 
launching a kamikazi attack ... well . . . 
it’s hard to say what they might do. But 
even though it is the last minute, I’m pre- 
pared to release you from your pledges if 
you so desire.” 

Eserly stopped to look around again. 
Denin was watching the linguist like a hawk. 
Gedrin moistened his lips, glanced at the 
others, and said “I . . . thought it was a 
formality.” 

“You wish to be released?” Eserly’s voice 
was cold, but not contemptuous. 

Colonel Denin drummed his fingers lightly 
on the table. It was the only sound in the 
room. Gedrin looked at the fingers, then 
met the colonel’s eyes for . a brief instant. 
A shudder seemed to pass through him. 
“No,” he said, “no— I’ll go along.” 

Major Long cleared his throat and met 
the same eyes almost angrily before he 
spoke to the secretary. 

“I want to draw a line, Mr. Secretary.” 

Eserly shook his head. “We want no con- 
ditional acceptances — ” 

“I want to know what it’s all about.” 

“You know all of it, Long. Except about 
the nuclear explosives in the nose of the 
ship. You’ve been briefed about finding the 
invader and trying to parley with him. 
You’ve been told the government’s policy — 
an unconditional ‘get off our moon.’ What 
you haven’t been told: if the answer’s no, 
you’re to consummate your pledge.” Long 
looked angry. “I see. We’re to home in on 
the ‘Voice,’ land in the same crater, if they 
let us; and Gedrin tries to talk to them. If 
they’re not co-operative, we blow up the 
whole kaboodle, including ourselves. Is that 
it?” 

“Not quite, except as a last resort. You’ll 
use your own judgment. If it’s possible to 
leave the crater, and bomb them from 
above, you’ll do that. But we have to make 
peaceful overtures. They might leave freely. 
If they don’t, well — ” He shook his head. 
“I want a confirmation of your pledge, 
Long.” 

“For a world goal that’s worth while— 
yes!” he snapped. 

“Meaning?” 

“Meaning not for a childish goal!” 

Eserly looked shocked. He glanced at the' 



others. General Werli spoke sharply. “Sug- 
gest you temper your language, major.” 

“Let him speak,” Eserly said. “Go on, 
Long.” 

The pilot plucked ai a splinter on the 
table and glowered at it. “We’ve been hear- 
ing the Voice on ultra-high-frequency bands 
for years now. You say it’s trying to contact 
us. Well, it must be pretty patient, to keep 
talking that gibberish without an answer. 
All we know about it is : it’s on the Moon. 
Telescopes don’t pick it up. We can’t decode 
the language without a key. Our only 
answer to it is this rocket.” 

“What are you getting at. Long?” Denin 
asked unexpectedly. 

‘‘You, colonel,” Long barked. 

“What are you talking about, major?” 
Eserly growled. 

“Just this. Dennie fought all his life for 
this rocket. But the rocket isn’t meant to 
be an answer to his fight. It’s meant to be 
an answer to the voice. The world wants 
to kick an invader off the Moon. Why? Is 
it because the world wants the Moon as a 
stepping stone to space? Or is it just a case 
of: ‘If I don’t want it, you can’t have it 
either?’ That’s what I mean by a childish 
goal.” 

“Is that all that’s bothering you?” 

Long slapped the table and reddened. 
‘‘All! What do you mean all? You want us 
to sit on a U-bomb and detonate it maybe. 
What are we doing it for? If it’ll help man 
get to space. I’m willing. But I’m not willing 
to do it just on principle; not unless the 
government’s going to use a lunar station 
after we clear the ground! Yes, that’s all." 

He glared defiantly at both the secretary 
and the general. He glanced at Denin. The 
moody colonel had been smiling sardonically 
throughout the burst of irritation. 

But Eserly looked relieved. “Don’t let 
that bother you. Long. Stop and think a 
minute. Some extraterrestrial life form is 
on our satellite. Where it came from, no- 
body knows. Very possibly, it’s been sitting 
there watching for a long time. When we 
hit the Moon with projectiles, it started try- 
ing to contact us .Very well, we respond 
through you. No matter what you do up 
there — even if you have to destroy your- 
selves, we know now that there are extra- 
terrestrial life forms. And they might come 
again. We’re pretty well forced to establish 
a Moon garrison.” 

Long thought about it for a moment and 
began nodding. “Sorry,” he grumbled. “That 
makes sense. I guess I’m on edge.” 
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“You reaffirm your pledge?” 

“Sure, chief.” 

“That’s about the only purpose of this 
briefing then. You’ve had all your other 
instructions. And when you land, you’ll be 
on your own. The decisions you make must 
come from your own judgment, unless you 
have a chance to contact us — which I 
doubt.” 

Eserly began a brief rehash of the techni- 
cal instructions. Long was pilot and ship’s 
commander while in space. Gedrin was 
spokesman, once the invaders were con- 
tacted, and as long as negotiations pro- 
ceeded peacefully, he was to act as chairman. 
Colonel Denin w'as to navigate, serve as 
ship’s engineer, and take charge in the event 
of hostility. His would be the duty of 
detonating the kamikazi cargo, if such be- 
came necessary or advisable. 

"Thirty minutes before Zero?’ announced 
the public address system. 

“That’s all, men,” Eserly grunted. “Get 
your gear and get aboard. Good luck.” 
He glanced toward the doorway. “Chaplain, 
would you — ” 

A hoary-headed officer who had just 
appeared nodded quietly. The crew stared 
uneasily at the floor. The chaplain crossed 
himself. “In the name of the Father, and 
the Son, and the Holy Ghost — 

Soon they were striding across the brightly 
lighted ramp toward the ladder and the 
open hatch. Denin, having fought for this 
moment, was solemn, perhaps bitter, moving 
with his usual ungainly stride, his dark face 
waxen and heavy. The short rocket-pilot 
strutted a little, gnawing on a wad of gum, 
and waving to spectators beyond the fence. 
“I’m still nervous!” he confided to the tall 
colonel. 

» Gedrin said nothing. He seemed 
frightened, and drawm into his shell. His 
plump face was mottled pink from the 
exertion of carrying his space gear, and 
he looked as if he wished he had never 
left the classroom. 

“What do you think the Voice is, 
Dennie?” Long called back as he climbed 
the ladder. 

“I’m not guessing.” 

The pilot chuckled. “Probably a dame 
with a flat tire, yelling for help.” 

Gedrin looked startled at the jest. “On 
the Moon?” he muttered thickly. 

Long stopped climbing. He looked back 
at Denin and slowly shook his head. Gredin 
obviously wasn’t going to be of much use 
to them. 



“Hurry up,” Denin snapped. 

They climbed slowly, and disappeared 
into the compartment. A loading officer 
followed, saw that the hatch was secure 
from the outside. “Seven on the first shot,” 
he muttered, and paused to chalk a pair 
of dice on it for luck. 

“Five minutes before Zero. Clear the blast 
area. Five minutes before Zero.” 

Inside the cabin, the three men lay prone 
on the gravity padding, waiting for the 
signal. The controls and the navigational 
equipment were suspended overhead, so 
that the men could reach them while lying 
face-up toward the nose of the ship. Gedrin’s 
position was to one side. His eyes were 
closed and his lips were moving. 

“Why do you keep watching him, 
Dennie?” Long whispered to the colonel. 

“He may blow his top. Keep a wrench 
ready to club him.” 

Long shook his head. “Six Gs will hold 
him down.” 

They waited silently in the dim light 
from the instrument panels. 

“This feels like a circus stunt,” Long 
grunted. He tightened his hand, fingers 
spread wide, and looked at it, watching for 
a flutter. 

“Afraid of being afraid?” 

“Yeah, guess so. I could use a drink.” 

“Who couldn’t?” 

“Yeah. Well — everybody’s invited to my 
place when we get back. We’ll have a 
few — ” 

“If we get back,” Denin murmured. 

“Good-by, good-by, good-by!” shrilled a 
voice. 

“What the—!” 

“Gedrin.” Colonel Denin nudged the lin- 
guist with his toe. "Gedrin! Snap out of it!” 

“Huh . . . wh-what?” quavered the lin- 
guist, opening his eyes. 

“You a hysteric?” 
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Gedrin sputtered a protest and fell silent. 
His face was righteously angry, as if he 
had failed to realize that he had cried aloud. 

“Two minutes before Zero." 

“Keep your hands in your pockets, 
Gedrin,” Long warned. “You, too, Dennie. 
Hands oS the controls. Black out if you can. 
We’re just riders until we shed the last 
booster stage.” 

“You mean you won’t be controlling it?” 
the linguist whimpered. 

“Nobody piloted a V-2, did they? After 
we shed the last stage though, then I can 
take it.” 

Breathing became audible in the small 
hot compartment. 

“We don’t know what we’re doing!” 
Gedrin gasped. “Nobody’s done it before. 
We don’t know.” 

“Shut up, you snivelling coward!” snap- 
ped the colonel. 

“Take it easy, Dennie!” Long whispered. 

“Only way to settle him,” Denin mur- 
mured without interest. He stretched his 
long arms, grinned a little, and folded his 
hands behind his head. 

“Cocksure! Why — ?” 

“One minute before Zero. Charging- 
pumps, please. One minute before Zero.” 

Long’s hand started toward the panel, 
then paused. “I feel small!” he gasped. He 
slapped the switch angrily. A motor wailed 
mournfully up to speed. 

“Good-by, good-by!" 

“Stop it!” 

“Ten years jockeying rockets. Wonder 
why I never got married.” 

“Forty seconds. Ignition spark please. 
Forty seconds." 

Long cursed and slapped at the panel 
again. An angry chug rocked the ship, fol- 
lowed by a frying roar. 

“No, no, no,” whined the linguist. “Stop, 
please — go back.” 

“Quiet, you fool! We’re not off the 
ground yet.” 

Gedrin yelped and slipped off the couch. 
He started for the crawlway to the hatch. 
Denin moved like a cat, rolling after him. 
He caught the linguist’s ankle and hauled 
him back. Gedrin collapsed under a short 
chopping blow to the temple. “You can’t 
get out, the ladder’s down,” the colonel 
explained to the limp body as he dragged it 
back into place. 

“Your hour of triumph,” the pilot mut- 
tered sarcastically. 

“Couldn’t help it!” Denin snapped. “He’d 
have broken his neck.” 



“You’re eager, boy! Too eager for me.” 

“ Zero time! Main pumps, please! Zero 
time!” 

The pilot laughed grimly and reached 
out to do the radio’s bidding. “Shall we 
go, gentlemen?” 

The fuel pumps raged, drowning the ship 
with their din. The growl became an explo- 
sive roar of sound, engulfing them. The 
growling monster pressed them heavily into 
the padding. Man became sky-borne. 

“What day is today?” shouted Long. 

“September 9, 1990.” 

“Should remember it. Historic day,” 
He paused, “All those nines — nine, nine, 
ninety. Ring of finality, eh?” 

“Precedes the mellennial number.” 

“Unless it’s like a speedometer. Just goes 
back to zero.” 

“Don’t worry about the invaders,” Denin 
called. His eyes were closed, his big face 
calm. Too calm, Long thought suspiciously. 

He lay thinking about the voice. The 
twitter, cheep, cheep twitter that had been 
coming intermittently from the Moon, inter- 
spersed with long silences and variations in 
theme. For years the world had listened and 
shivered, and had grown angry, angry 
enough to build this ship which might never 
have otherwise been built. Hunt them down 
and find out what they want! — was the com- 
mand issued to Denin and Gedrin and Long. 

It was impossible to decode the twittering 
language without some sort of clue or key. 
There was no Earthly tongue to which it 
could be related, no starting point for 
linguists. The government had built a 
station and had tried to answer. The ven- 
ture had been useless. 

What were the Outsiders doing? Mining? 
Observing the Earth and its inhabitants? 
There was no satisfactory answer. 

There was a sudden lurch, then a cessa- 
tion of sound. They became weightless. 
Muttering excitedly, Long shoved himself 
out from beneath the panels. “We shed the 
last combustion stage!” he barked. “Help 
me with the nuclears!” 

Colonel Denin was already pulling his 
lanky frame out into the cramped standing- 
room of the small compartment. They 
walked with their hands, feeling for new 
controls, fumbling about in the gravityless 
ship. 

“Hurry before we drop back into air.” 

“Not much chance,” muttered the colonel 
as he nudged a lever to quarter-scale. A 
sizzling throb passed through the ship. 

Long’s head ducked low to peer into a 
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set of eyepieces. “Back it off a little! he 
yelped. “Tube’s getting red.’’ 

“Can’t, man! Get your focusing voltage 
higher.” 

Long jerked a red knob down, pushing 
himself toward the ceiling. He clawed his 
way to the floor again and found the eye- 
piece. 

“How’s she look?” Denin called. 

“Nice! Tight stream! Red’s fading. Give 
us the juice.” 

“Keep watchin it!” Denin eased the lever 
slowly forward. The reactors began whisper- 
ing, purring, then singing a bass note. 
Weight returned as acceleration mounted. 
Soon they were standing normally. 

“Hold it! Beam’s spreading a little!” 
“Got to go higher.” The colonel pressed 
relentlessly at the handle. “Still a few air 
molecules around. They defocus it. 

“She’s getting red again!” 

“When it gets white, let me know. Then 
you can jump if you want to.” 

Sweat was leaking from Long’s face and 
tracing black streaks down the rubber eye- 
piece. Denin watched him for a moment, 
then let the reaction rate stay steady. The 
acceleration needle sat on 1.5 Gs. The radar 
altimeter floated past five thousand miles. 

“Beam’s tightening— tubes cooling off.” 
He lifted his head and waggled it at Denin. 
“That mean we’re safe?” 

“Safe from atmospheric defocusing.” 
Long staggered to the controls and began 
making adjustments according to the pre- 
arranged course. The accelerative-gravity 
shifted slightly, rocking the floor to an 
uphill grade, then settled back as before. 
Denin plotted a check-point, then went to 
feel Gedrin’s pulse. The man was still 
drowsing and groaning. 

“He’ll come around in a little while.” 
Long turned to shake his head and grin 
relief. “Thank God that’s over! Now tell 
me what happened.” 

“Our jet’s positively charged — helium 
nuclei. It focuses, like a cathode ray in an 
oscilloscope tube. If we don’t keep it in a 
tight stream, it can vaporize parts of the 
ship. A few air molecules defocus it. Some- 
thing like when you get a gassy tube in 
your radio.” 

Long looked puzzled. “I never under- 
stood. We squirt out alpha particles for a 
rocket jet, but what keeps a negative charge 
from building up on the ship?” 

“It leaks off. Pair of electron guns on 
the hull.” 

“Another thing — if the alpha stream 
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doesn’t touch the tubes, what does it push 
on?” 

Denin chuckled. “It pushes on the field 
that focuses it. Just think of the ship as a 
flying cathode-ray tube with no return lead, 
and with helium atoms instead of electrons. 
Of course that’s like comparing Niagara 
to a leaky faucet, but — ” 

The major shook his head. “Never mind, 
Dennie. As long as the right thing happens 
when I shove the right stick — that’s all I 
want.” He stared at the colonel for a long 
moment. “Now that we’re out here, why 
don’t you tell me what’s on your mind?” 

For an instant, the colonel’s eyes gazed 
thoughtfully at the wall. But his mouth 
tightened, and he shook his head. “Let’s 
have a look behind us,” he growled, and 
began cranking aside the other steel plate 
that covered a viewing port. 

They stared at it for a long time — a bright 
crescent, fading through twilight grays into 
a dark globe. 

“Mother of Man,” Denin murmured. 
“We’re weaned, Jim.” 

Long turned to look at the awkward 
dreamer. What he saw made him go back 
to his controls. There was too much triumph 
in Denin’s face. Too much triumph for a 
man who should know that Man’s weaning 
might depend entirely upon the whim of 
the creatures of the Voice. 

“Sorry I slugged you, Geddy,” Denin 
growled suddenly. 

Long looked around to see Dr. Gedrin 
sitting up. The chubby linguist looked be- 
wildered. He listened to the whine of drive 
for a moment, then rolled back on the 
padding as if to sleep. The rocket rushed 
Moonward amid monotonous silence. Long 
occasionally glanced up at the compart- 
ment’s ceiling. Somewhere overhead, the 
suicidal charge was stowed. And Denin’s 
gloominess seemed to indicate that he ex- 
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pected to use them. Gloom and triumph 
rolled into one. 

Long glanced at his watch. “Schedule 
says three more hours. We living up to it, 
Dennie?” 

“Yeah. We’re cutting the drive in a few 
minutes.” 

“What do we use for gravity?” 
“Centrifugal force. Start her spinning.” 
“And sit on the walls?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Hm-m-m — I’m going to start listening 
on the U.H.F.” 

“For the Voice? Don’t bother.” 

Long stared at the colonel for a long 
time. “Our instructions say — ” 

“Don’t bother.” 

“Why?” 

Denin looked up with a sigh. “Because 
I know exactly where to look for it.” 

“You what? How?" 

“Because I put it there.” 

There was a long silence. Gedrin' stirred 
on his cot, peered at the colonel, then un- 
comprehendingly turned his face to the wall. 
Denin ’s fist was in his 'pocket; and he was 
armed. So was Long, but he kept his hands 
relaxed and watched Denin’s grim face. 
“The pilotless rockets!” 

“The pilotless rockets,” Denin echoed. 
“And a transmitter, and some timing de- 
vices, and — ” 

“And the Voice is a wire recorder.” 

The colonel nodded. His eyes were 
narrowed and alert, watching the pilot 
carefully. 

“Why did you do it?” 

“The Lunar rocket is under way, isn’t it, 
Jim?” 

“Not a nice trick to play on Congress and 
the taxpayers. This bolt bucket cost three 
billion bucks, if you count all the research 
that had to be done. You have ceased to 
be a popular man, Dennie.” 

“Not at all. I imagine they’ll think of 
us as martyrs. They’ll never know, Jim.” 
Long’s eyes darted toward the ceiling. 
“That’s right. A kamikazi mission. They 
see the flash on the Moon. We died to get 
rid of the invaders. And so they build a 
Lunar station — to prevent any more 
invasions.” 

Long started to his feet. A gun appeared 
in Denin’s hand. Long sank back in his seat. 

“I hope you’ll accept the situation, .Tim. 
But I really don’t need a pilot.” 

“No, I guess you don’t. Any kind of 
landing would do, wouldn’t it?” 

“Even a crash.” 



Long thought for a moment. “Why this 
twilight-of-the-gods effect, Den?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why not dump the explosives in a bomb 
run, then head back for Earth? We can 
keep silent.” 

Denin hissed his disgust. 

“All right, if you don’t trust us — we can 
land at night, just off the African coast, say. 
Let the rocket sink. Swim ashore. Hit the 
jungle. They’d think we died in the Lunar 
explosion.” 

“Save your breath. And your tricks.” 
Long turned back to the controls, think- 
ing quickly. Denin had spilled it because 
he could no longer contain it. That meant 
doubt, or guilt. He could have waited until 
the ship landed. It would have been safer 
for him. 

“You think I’m wrong, Jim?” 

“I think you’re nuts.” 

“Space is opened. I’m nuts because I 
tricked the world into space? O.K., maybe. 
So was the first ape to come down out of 
his tree.” 

Gedrin suddenly sat up. The colonel shot 
him a sharp glance, taking his eyes from 
the pilot. Desperately, Long struck out for 
the stabilizers. 

The ship lurched. The gun exploded, and 
a bullet ricocheted from the control panel 
to imbed itself in the wall. Gedrin screamed. 
Long wrenched the stabilizers hard, throw- 
ing the ship into violent twists. The accelera- 
tion jerked him down, then up against the 
safety belt. Bodies slammed about the cabin. 
He kicked the drive to four Gs. Then, sag- 
ging in his seat he risked a look backward. 
Denin lay pinned to the floor by his own 
weight, and a trickle of blood leaked from 
a gash in his forehead. Gedrin was sprawled 
in the corner, one leg twisted unnaturally. 

The pilot eased the acceleration back to 
normal, scooped up Denin's gun, and broke 
out the first-aid kit. “Cocksure,” he grunted 
as he taped the engineer’s wris'ts and tended 
the gash. “Too cocksure.” 

Denin came awake just before the land- 
ing. He strained at his bonds for a moment, 
glared at the pilot, said nothing. Gedrin 
was resting in a fog of morphine, pawing 
dumbly at a splinted leg. 

“We’re coming in on your transmitter,” 
the pilot grunted. He switched the signal 
into the speaker, and for a moment the 
cabin was alive with the twitter of the Voice 
that had tricked the- world. 

“You going to land?” 

“Yeah.” 
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“Why? You mean to spoil it. Why not 
just turn back?” 

“Stop snarling. Den. We’re going down 
to turn it off. And I want to see how you 
managed to get it down without shattering 
the transmitter.” 

“It landed,” Denin said tonelessly. “I 
told you — you just replace some of the 
automatics.” 

“How did you get the stuff aboard with- 
out suspicion?” 

“The men who made it didn’t know what 
it was for. The men who laded the crate 
thought it was an atomic warhead. And I 
set it up personally. Two men were bribed. 
They died since. Naturally, I might add.” 

“Who paid?” 

“The government. The men bribed were 
accountants.” 

“It must have taken a lot of juggling.” 

“It did. It was worth it, or was.” Denin 
paused, staring at Long with lusterless eyes. 
“I hope I get an opportunity to kill you.” 

“It was your mistake, Den — telling me 
too soon.” 

Denin glanced toward the viewing screen, 
now entirely covered by the white face of 
the Moon — grim, pocked with the crescent- 
shadows of craters. His voice grew 



tremulous. “Man’s destiny should lie in 
space. He may never come again. You’re 
consigning him to Earth.” 

“Why? I don’t see that.” 

“The cost, you fool! What reason has 
he to go? Not for economic returns. That’s 
been established. Unlesss he has another 
reason, he’ll stay Earthbound. I tried to 
give him a reason.” 

“A phony one. Uh-uh, Dennie — you don’t 
trick people into their destiny.” 

“Why not? Ethics?” Denin’s voice was 
acid. 

Why not indeed, Long thought? Ninety- 
nine per cent of humanity would always 
remain Earthbound, and would derive no 
profit from space. Yet, that ninety-nine per 
cent would have to foot the bill. The price 
of getting a few ships into space — and 
some day to the stars — the price was 
sacrifice. Sacrifice of the many for the few. 
And the many wouldn’t like it— as they had 
undoubtedly disliked building pyramids, and 
temples, and Towers of Babel for the 
amusement of kings. 

“Yeath, ethics,” he murmured. 

Landing in the faint gravity was an easy 
job. The strength of the “Voice’s signal 
was blocking the set as Long let the ship 
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slip down on the auxiliary combustion- 
rockets. The transmitter was not in a crater, 
but on a wide, sun-parched and airless plain. 
The settling rockets fanned out huge clouds 
of white dust as they stung the surface. The 
dust fell rapidly, unsupported by any atmo- 
sphere. 

Long stood up and reached for a pres- 
sure helmet. They had worn the heavy 
fabric suits while in flight. He started the 
air compressors and gathered up a length 
of hose, then paused to glance down at the 
colonel, “You can come, Dennie — if you 
want to. I’ll untie your feet.” 

Denin shook his head glumly. 

Long shrugged. “O.K. — but I’m making 
sure you stay away from the detonator.” 
He dragged the bound man to the bulkhead 
and taped his feet to a brace. Then he 
opened the port covers, letting the angry 
sunlight sweep through the compartment. 
The pilotless missile lay on its side, fifty 
yards from the ship. It’s hull was cracked, 
but sweepmarks in the Lunar dust spoke 
of a successful landing. 

The pilot was gone a long time. Through 
the port, Denin watched him bounding about 
the missile in long slow leaps. The colonel 
strained at his bonds, and tried to saw them 
on the sharp edge of the brace. Gedrin was 
moaning on his cot. 

“Gedrin!” 

There was no answer. The colonel called 
again in an angry bellow, Gedrin stirred and 
looked up. “Where are we?” he groaned. 

“Luna! Now listen to me if you want 
to live!” 

The linguist whimpered in fright. 

“Long’s outside,” Denin went on. “You 
hear that motor running?” 

Gedrin’s head wobbled dizzily. It might 
have been a nod. 

“Those are the fuel pumps,” the colonel 
lied. 

“Huh?” 

“Long forgot. Left them on. The tubes 
may fire accidentally.” 

Gedrin was ready to believe anything, but 
he failed to comprehend. Denin grumbled a 
curse and tried again. 

“Just listen to me,” he barked. “Listen! 
If you want to live, you’ll have to get up 
and cut the switch. The switch. You under- 
stand?” 

“Switch? Which?” 

Denin nodded toward a panel. “The red 
double-toggle with the safety guard around 
it. You’ve got to get up.” 

Gedrin shook his head as if to clear it. 



He raised himself up a few inches and 
stared at the colonel. “You’re tied.” 

“Long lost his head! You going to let us 
die?” 

Gedrin wheezed in pain. “My leg. I 
can’t.” 

“You’ve got to. Roll off the cot. Gravity’s 
faint. You won’t get hurt.” 

The linguist shoved against the wall, and 
yelped as the light push carried him over 
the edge. He hit the floor with a light thud. 
The splint shifted. He screamed, then slum- 
ped back. 

“Gedrin!” 

It was useless. The linguist had fainted. 
“You’d go to any lengths wouldn’t you, 
Dennie?” 

Denin looked up to see the pilot coming 
through the crawlway. He scowled and said 
nothing. Long’s face was white, and his 
hands were trembling as he removed his 
helmet. He seemed to be struggling to con- 
trol some seething emotion. He moved 
quickly to the panel, fumbled beneath it for 
a moment, and jerked a wire loose from 
the red detonator switch. Then he began 
cutting Denin’s bonds. 

The colonel muttered in surprise. 

“You’re going outside with me,” Long 
told him. “Get the camera equipment. We’ve 
got work to do.” 

“What?” Denin snarled. “Take pictures 
of the Voice? Evidence for my trial?” 

The pilot shook his head and paused to 
light a cigarette. “They’H probably try you. 
But I think you’ll get off light” He eyed 
Denin grimly. “Ever hear of ducks on the 
Moon?” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Duck tracks, they look like. All around 
your rocket. And the dustmarks where 
another ship landed.” 

Color drained slowly from the colonel’s 
face. He came to his feet and pressed his 
face against the glass, peering outside. 

“They’ve gone,” Long went on. “Ap- 
parently left just after the missile landed. 
See that black patch over on the hillside?” 
Denin didn’t answer. He was reeling 
slightly. 

“I think it was a mine shaft,” the pilot 
told him tonelessly. 

The man who had tricked humanity into 
space suddenly slumped. He sat down on 
the floor and began laughing wildly. 

“I — want to go home,” whimpered the 
awakening Gedrin. “No Moon for me!” 
Long eyed the linguist coldly. “You’ve 
got it, fellow. Like it or not.” 
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